7 1.0 
| 1 


y 4 
: 
* 


6 * 
2 e 
e J _ 


x 


JO 
Y U ' 
Wl! 


" or LID 


* 
* 
. 
CY 
* 
— 
- 
- 
- 
* 
2 
- 
- 
- 
= 
- 
b4 
* 
2 
LA 
- 
- 
- | 
- 
- 
- 
- 
- 
- 
- 
— 
— 
- 
* 
- 
— 
- | 
__ 
- 
. 


1 066605 


THE 


DisTREsT MOTHER. 


A | | 
: 


TRAGEDY. 


B Y | 


—ä—ä—4äͤ n Be — — «o 12 — 
w_ 


Mr. AMB. PHILIPS. | 


— Ha cd 


- <— ew Do Ins. , * _ PLS * 
_— 


| 

_ : 
? 

[1 

Z k 
| 
y SD rr —— —— ! 
| 

ſ L O ND OF: f 
* 


Printed for, and ſold by the BooksELLERS 
of 1 own and Country, 


— —— — — 


III ͤ KT 


To Her GRACE the 


Dutcheſs of Montague. 


Mab Au, 


HIS Tragedy, which I do myſelf 
the Honour to dedicate to Your 


GRACE, is ſorm'd upon an Original, 
which paſſes for the moſt finiſhed Piece in 
this kind of Writing, that has ever been 
produc'd in the F:cnch Language. The 
principal Action and main Diſtreſs of the 
Play is of fuch a Nature, as ſeems more im- 
mediately to claim the Patronage of a Lady: 
And, when I conſider the great and ſhining 
Characters of Antiquity, that are celebrated 
in it, I am naturally directed to 1nfcribe 
it to a Perſon, whofe illuſtrious Father has 
by a long Series of Glorious Actions, (tor 
the Service of his Country, and in Defence 
of the Liberties of Eurrpe) not only ſurpaſ- 
ſed the Generals of his own Lines, but 
equalled the greateſt Herocs of former Ages. 
The Name of Hector could not be more ter- 

A 3 rillle 


DEDICATIO N. 


rible to the Greeks, than that of the Duke of 
Mariborcugb has been to the French, 

'Theretn'd Jaſte You are known to have 
in all Entertainments for the Diverſion of the 
Public, and the peculiar Life and Ornament 
Your Preſence gives to all Aff-mblies, was no 
{mall Motive to determine me in the Choice 
of my Patroneſs. The Charms that ſhine 
out in the Perſon of Your GRACE, may con- 
vince every one, that there is nothing unn- 
tural in the Power which is atcribed to the 
Beauty of Andromache. 

The firict regard I have hai to Decency 
and good Manners throughout This Work, | 
the greateſt Merit I pretend to plead in ha- 
vour of my Preſumption; and is, Tam ten- 
ible. the only Argument that can recom- 
mend it molt Ciiec tually o YOUr I Ott 


I am with the greateRt Reſpect. 
85 l 
MavDpamM, 
Bur Ge ACE miſt him! 


An ' 2}; eff . hedic nt Sc; Tunt, 


A MB. PHILIPS, 
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JC 


N all the Works of Genius and Invention, whether 
15 in Verſe or Proſe, there are in general but three 
Manners of Style; the one ſublime, and full of Ma- 
jeſty: the other {impie, natural, and eaſy; and the 
third, ſwelling, forc'd, and unnatural. An injudicioas 
Affectation and Suvlimity is what has betray'd a great 
many Authors into the latter ; not conſidering that real 
Greatneſs in Writing, as well as in Manners, conſiſts 
in an unaficted Simplicity. The true Sublime does 
not lic in firained Metaphors and the Pomp of Words; 
but riſes out of noble Sentiments and ſtrong Images of 
Nature; which will always appear the more conſpi- 
cuous, when the Language does not ſwell to hide and 
over-ſHadow them. 

Theſe are the Conſiderations that have induced me 
to write this Tragedy in a Style very diſfcrent from 
what has been uſually eg a mongſt us in Poems 
of this Nature, | have had the Advantuge to copy at- 
ter a very great Maſter, hols Writings are deiervedly 
admired in all Pa'ts of Europe, and whoſe Excellen- 
C:cs are too well known to the Men of Letters in this 
Nation, to fland in need «t any farther Diſcovery of 
them here. If | have been able to keep up to the 
Beauties of Monſizur Racine in my Attempt, and to do 
hem no Prejudice in the Liberties | have taken fre- 
quently to vary form fo great a Peet, | ſhall have no 
Realun to be diftatisfed with the Labour it has colt 
me to bring the compleatelt of his Works upon the 
kn; 44 Stage 

1 hall trouble my Reader no farther, than to give 
him ſome ſhort Hints relating to this Play from the 
Preface of the Frech Author, The following Lines 
of Yirg:! mark out the Scene, the Action, and the four 
priverpel Actors in this Trazedy, tugether with their 
diirct Characters; exc ing that of Her niere, whoſe 
Page and Jealouly is ſufficiently painted in the Audro- 
mac be uf Euripides, 


Littoragque 


Te PREFACE. 
Littoraque Epiri legimus, portugue ſubimus | 
Chaonio, & celſam B uthroti aſcendimus Urbemem—— 
Solemnes cum ferte dapes. & triflia dona 
Libabat cineri Andromache, Mane/que vocabat 
Hectoreum ad tumulum, viridi quem ceſpite inanem, 
Et geminas, cauſam lacrymis, ſacraverat Ara 
Dejecit wultum, & demiſſa voce locuta eſt : 
O Felix una ante alias Priameia Virgo, 
Hoſlilem ad tumulum, Trejæ ſub mænibus altis 
Tufſa mori ! que ſortitus non pertulit ullos, 
Nec widoris heri tetigit captiva cubile. 
Nes, Patrid incenſa, diverſa per æquore vel, 
Siirfis Achilles faſius, Juvenemęue ſuperbum 
Ser vitio eniææ tulimus, qui deinde ſecutus 
Ladæ am Hermionen, Lacedæ monieſque hymonæ . 
AP illum cet magno inflammatus amore 
Cormugis, & ſcelerum furiis agitatus Oreſies 
Exc:;it incautum patria/que ebtruncat ad Aras. 
Virg. En. Lib. III. 
The great Concern of Angromache, in the Greek Poet. 
is for the Liie of M., a Son ſhe had by Pyrrbus. 
But it is more comſormable to the general Notion we 
form or that Princeſs, at this great Diſtance of Time, 
to r preſent her as tae diſconſolate Widow of Hector, 
and :» ſuppoſe her the Mother only of 4fyanax. Con- 
fd-red in this Light, no doubt, ſhe moves her Com- 
paiaun nuch more effectually, than ſhe could be ima- 
giued i» do in any Diſtreſs tor a Son by a ſecond Huſ- 
band. | 
In order to bring about this beautiful incident, {0 
nc eilaty to heighte in Adromache the Character of a 
teuder Mother, an affectionate Wife, and a Widow 
full of Venerraticon for the Memory of her deceaſed 
Huſband ; the Life cf Alyanax is indeed a little pro- 
longed beyond the Terin fixed to it by the general 
Conſent of the Antient Authors. But ſo long as there 
is nothing improbable in the Suppolition, a judicious 
Critics will always be pleated when he finds a Matter 
of Fad eſpecially ſo far removed in the dark and fa- 
buious Ages) faluticd for the Eſtabliſl. ment of a whole 


Poem. 
P K O- 


| 


PROLOGUE, I/r:itten by Ar. STEELE. 
5 INCE Fancy of itſelf is looſe and vain, 
The cui by Rules that airy Peæver reſirain : 
T bey think tho/e IFriters mad, who at their Ea 
Conwev this Houſe and Audience <uhere they pleaſe: 
% hs Nature's flated Diſtances confound: 
And make this Spot all Scils the Sun goes round: 
"lis nothing wwhen a fancy d Scenes in view, 
A Te 1hip from Covent-Garden to Peru. 
Put Shakeſpear's Se/f tranſoreſs'd; andjhall each EA,, 
Fach Pigmy Genius, quote great Shakeſpear's SH! 
IF hat Critick dares preſcribe what's 1 t, 
Or mark out Limits for ſuch boundleſs Wit ! 
Shakeſpear cou'd travel thro' Earth, Sea and Air, 
And paint out all the Poxvers and Wonders there, 
I: barren De/arts He makes; Nature ſmile, 
And gi ves us Feaſtsin is Enchanted Ile. 
Our Author does bis feeble Force confeſs, 
Nw dares pretend /uch Merit ts traaſge/i; 
Nees not ſech ſining Gifts of Genius Share, 
And therefore makes Propriety his Care. 
t our Treat with fludy'sd Decency he ſerve: : 
Nat only Rules of Time and Place preſerves, 
But flrives ta keep his Characters intire, 
Il ith French Corre&zeſs, and with Brityh Fire, 
This Piece preſented in a farrign Tongue, 
en France was glorious, and hes Monarch young, 
i! Funared Timas a crowded Audience drenv; 
it kundred Times repeated, ftill tauas new. 
Pvrrhus provct d, to no Wild Rants betray a, x i 
Rejent: bis generous Lowe /o - repay d; : 
Does like a Mar reſent, @ Prince upbraid. 
His Senttmunts diſcloſe a Kei al Mind, 
Ner i: le knewn a King from Guards behind. 
[n)«r'4 Hermione demands Relief ; 
But act from brawy Narratives of Grief : 
In con/cious Majefly her Pride is ſhewn ; 
Fern ta revenge ber Wrangs, bat not bemcan. q 
Andromache—— 177 in our Author's Lines, 1 
A; inthe great Original, ſpe tines, F 
— Nathing but from P artarit;, ge fears, 1 
Attent wvith Selence, you'll applaud with Tears. | 
| Dramatis 1 


Dramatis Perſon. 


M E N, 


P;rrhus, the Son of Achilles, and King 
of Epirus, in Love with agu. Booth. 
but betrothed to Hermione. 

Phenix, Councellor to Pyrrhus, 

Or eſtes, the Son of Agamemnon, Am- 
baſſador from the Greeks to Pyrrbus, > Mr, Powel, 
in Love with Hermione. 

P;lades, Friend to Oreftes, "ſeperated 
from him in a Storm, driven on the 

Coaſts of Epirus, and detained by ® Mills, 


contrary Winds in the Court of 
Pyyrhug, | 


W O M E N. 


Andromache Huter Widow, Captive 
to Pyrrbas, and Mother to N. Mn. O11 
Cephija, Confidante to Andromacbe. Mrs, Knight, 


Hermione, Daughter to Mene/avs and 
Helen, betrothed to Pyrrbus. Mrs, Porter. 


Clone, Confidante to Hermione, Mrs, Cox, 


Aitendance ta Pyrrhus and Oreſtes, Cc. 


Tl: SCENE a great Hall in the Court of Pyr- 
rhus at Burthrotos, the Capital City of Epirus. 


THE 


Mr. Bowman, 


| 
| 


SOR RS ES ARS RATA, 
1 


DIS TREST MOTHER. 


AGF. e I. 
Enter Oreſtes and Pylades. 
OR EZS TES. 
X N P;lades ! What's Life without a Friend! 
— ty Sight of thee my gloomy Soul cheers up: 
opes revive, and gladneſs dawns 
6-0 within me. 
After an Abſence of fix tedious Moons, 
How cou'd I hope to fnd my P; lades, 
My Joy, my comfort! on this fatal Shore? 
Even in the Court of Pyr? in theſe Realms, 
Theſe hated Realms, fo croſs to all my wiſhes: 
Oh, my brave Friend ! may no blind Stroke of Fate 
Divide us more, and tare me from myſelf 
Pyl. O prince} © my Oreſen “ O my Friend! —— 
Thus let me ſpeak the welcome of myHeart.' Embracing 
Since I have gain'd this unexpected Meeting, 


 Blefſt be the Powers who barr'd my Way to Greece, 


And kept me here! ever ſince the unhappy Day, 
When warring Winds (Zþ'rus full in view) 
Sunder'd our barks on the loud ſtormy Main, 
Orefl, It was, indeed, a Morning full of Horror! 
P31. A thouſand boding Cares have rack'd my Soul 
In your Behalf. Often, with Tears, I mourn'd 
The fatal Ills, in which your Life's involv'd ; 
And grudg'd you Dangers, which I could not ſhare, 
I fear d to what Extrems the black Deſpair, 
That prey d upon your Mind, might have betray'd you; 
And leſt the Gods, in pity to your Woes, 
Should hear your Pray'rs, and take the Life you loath'd, 
But now with Joy I fee you The Retinue 
And numerous Followers that ſurround you here, 


Speak better Fortunes, and a Mind diſpos'd | 
To relith Late. Oreft. 


. - . —_— * 
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Oreſt. Alas! my Friend, who knows 
The Deſſiny, to which | ſtand reſerv'd; 
come in ſearch of an inhuman Fair; 
And live or die, as ſhe decrees my Fate. 
Pyl. You much ſurprize me, Prince! — I thought 
you cur'd 
Of your unpity'd, unſucceſsſul Paſſion, 
Why in Epirus, ſhould yoy hope to find 
Hermione, leſs cruel than at Sparta ? 
I thought her Pride, and the diſdainful Manner 
In which ſhe treated all your conſtant Suff rings, 
Had breke your Fetters and aſſur d your Freedom: 
Aſham'd of your repulſe and ſlighted Vows, 
You hated her; you talk'd of her no more, 
Prince, you have deceiv'd me. 
Oreft. I deceiv'd myſelf. 
Do not upbraid the unhappy Man, that loves thee. 
Thou know ſt. | never hid my Paſſion from thee ; 
Thou ſaw'it it in its Birth, and in its Progreſs. 
And when at laſt the hoary King her Father, 
Great Mene/ous, gave away his ton, 
His lovely Daughter to this happy Pyrrbus. 
Th' Av:rper of his Vrorgs; thou ſaw'it my Grief, 
My Torture. my Deſpair; ard how | dragg d, 
From Sea to ca, a heavy Chain of Woes, 
O Pylades“ my Heart has bled within me, 
To lee thee. preſt with Sorrows not thy own, 
Still wand'ring with me like a baniſh'd Man! 
Watchful, and anx10us for thy wretched Friend, 
To temper the wild Tranſports of my Mind, 
And ſave me from myſelf. 
Pl. Why thus unkind ? 
Why will you envy me the pleaſing Taſks 
Of generous Love and ſympathifing Friendſhip ? 
Oreſl. Thou Miracle of | ruth—But hear me on. 
When, in the r;'d!t of my e:fatircus Fate, 
T thoupht how the Livinz Hormione, 
eaf to my vows, regarcleſs of my Flaints, 
. up nerſelf in all her Charms, to Pyrrhus; 
Thou may ſt remember [ abhorr'd her Name, 


Strove to forget ker, and repay her Scorn. 
made 


—ͤ— — ——O— — 


2» — — — — - 
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The Diſtreſt Mother. I3 
I made my Friends, and even myſelf, believe 
My Soul was freed. Alas! I did not fee, 
That allthe Malice of my Heart was Love. 
Triumphing thus, and yet a Captive ſtill, 
In Greece | landed: and in Greece | found 
The aſſembled Princes all alarm'd with Fears, 
In which their common Safety ſeem'd concern'd. 
] join'd them : For | hoped that War and Glory 
Might kill my Mind, and take up all my Thoughts: 
And. that my matter d Soul, impair'd with Grief, 
Once more would reaſſume its wonted Vigour, 
And ev'ry idle Paſſion quit my Breaſt. 
Py! lhe Thought was worthy Azamemnon's Son. 
Or. But ſee the ſtrange perverſeneſs of my Stars, 
Which throws me on the Rock I ftrove to ſhun ! 
The jealous Chiefs, and all the States of Greece, 
With one united Voice, complain of Pyrrbas ; 
That now, forgetful of the Promiſe given, 
And mindleſs of his God-like Father's Fate, 
£ſlyanax he nurſes in his Court; 
At; anax, the Young, ſurviving Hope 
Ot ruin d Troy ; Aftyanax, decended 
From a long Race of Kinvs ; great He&or's Son, 
P;l. A Name ſtill dreacful in the Ears of Gree ? 
But, Prince, you'll ceaſe to wonder, why the Child 
Lives thus protected in the Court of Py» rus; 
When you ſhall hear, the bright {rdromache 
His lovely Captive, charms him from his Purpoſe : 
The Mother's Beauty guards the helpleſs Son 
Ort Your Tale confirms what I] have heard; and 
hence 
Spring all my Hopes. Since my proud Rival wooes 
Another Partner to his Throne and Bed, 
Fer miese, may ſtill be mine. Her Father, 
The injur'd Manelaus, thinks already 
His Daughter lighted, and th intended Nuptia!s 1 
Too long delay d. 1 heard his loud Complaints 
With ſecret Pleaſure ; and was glad to find 
Th' ungrateful Maid neglected in her Turn, 
And a. T my Wrongs aveng'd in her Diſgrace. 
Fi. On. may y ou keep 3 Reſeutments warm! 


C 
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14 The Diſftret Mither, 

Oreft. Reſentments! Oh, my Friend, too ſoon I found 
Tuey grew not out of Hatred ! I am betray” d: 
practice on myſelf; and fondly plot 
My own Undowirg. Goaded on by Love, 

I canvas 'd all the Suffrages of Greece; 
And hear I come their ſworn Ambatilador, 
To {peak their ſealouſies, and claim this Boy. 

Pl. Pyrrhus will treat your Embaſly with Scorn, 

Full of Abies, his redoubted Sire; 
Fyrrbas is proud, impetuous, headſtrong, fierce ; 
Made up of Paſſions : will he then be ſway d, 
And give to Death the Son of her he loves? 

Oreſt. Oh, would he render up Hermione, 

And keep AHflranax, I ſhould be bleſt! 

He mult; he ſhall: Hermione is my Life, 

My Soul, my Rapture! I'll no longer curb 
The itrong Deſire that hurries me to Madneſs; 


Ill givea Loocſe to Love; I'll bear her hence; 


III tear her from his Arms; I'l-—O, ye Gods! 
Give me Hermese or let me die 
Pur tell me, Hylaces; how ſtand my Hopes? 
Is Pyrr/us till enamour'd with her Charms ? 
Or dolt thou think he'll yield me up the Prize, 
Te dear, dear Prize, which he has raviſh'd from me! 
P;/. dare not flatter your fond Hopes ſo far; 
The King, indeed, cold to the Spartan Princeis, 
'Furns all his Paſſion to Andromache, 
Hedor's afflicted Widow. But in vain, 
M ith interwoven Love and Rage, he ſues 
The charming Captive, obſtinately cruel. 
Oft he alarms her for her Child, confin'd 
Apart; and when her Tears begin to flow, 
As ſoons he ſtops them, and recalls his Threats. 
Hermione a thouiand Times has ſeen 
His ill requited Vows return to her; 
And takes his Indignation all for Love. 
M hat can be gather d from a Man fo various? 
He may, in the Diſorder of his Soul, 
Wed her, he hates; and punith her, he loves. 
OY. But te me, how the wrong'd Hermione 
Brooks her ot Nuptials, and diſhonoured rams? 
PLS 


The Diftreſt Mither, 15 


Pyl. Hermione would fain be thought to ſcorn 
Her wavering Lover, and diſdain his Falſhood ; 
But ſpite of all her Pride, and conſcious Beauty, 
She mourns in ſecret her neglected Charms; 
And oft has made me privy to her Tears ; 
Still threatens to be gone; yet {till ſhe ſtays ; 
And ſometimes fighs, and wiſhes for Ore/tes. 
Ore/i. Ah! were thoſe Wiſhes from her Heart, my 


Friend, 
I'd fly in Tranſport——— [ Flouriſh within, 
Pyl. Hear! The King approaches h 


To give you Audience, Speak your Embaſiy 
Without Reſerve ; Urge the Demands of Greece ; 
And in the Name of all her Kings require, 
That He2Z:r's Son be given into your Hands. 
Pyrrhus, inſtead of granting what they al:, 
Jo ſpeed his Love, and win the Trojear Dame, 
Will make it Merit to preſerve her Son. 
But, ſee; he comes ! 

Oref!. Mean while, my Pylades, 
So, and difpoſe Hermione to ſee 
Her Lover, who is come thus far, to throw 
Himſelf in all his Sorrows at her Feet. 


SCENE M. 


Oreſtes, Pyrrhus, and Phanix. 
Oref, Before I ſpeak the Meſſage of the Creeks 


Permit me, Sir, to glory in the Title 
Of their Ambaſſador ; ſince I behold 
Trey's Vanguiſher, and great Alle Son, 
Nor does the Son riſe ſhort of ſuch a Father: 
If Heber fell by him, Troy fell by you. 
But, what your Father never would have done, 
You do. You cheriſh the Remains of Trey ; 
And, by an ill-timed Pity, keep alive 
The dying Embers of a Ten-years War. 
Have you ſo foon forgot the mighty Hit? 
The Greeks remember his high brandiſh'd Sword, 
T aat fill'd their States with Widows and with Orphans ; 
For which they call for Vengeance on his Son. 
B 2 | Who 
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Who knows what he may one Day prove ? Who knows 
But he may brave us in our Ports; and, fill'd 
With Hedor's Fury, ſet our Fleets on blaze ? 
You may, yourſelf, live to repent your Mercy. 
Comply, then, with the Greecians juſt Demands : 
Satiate their Vengeance, and preſerve yourſelf. 
Py-. The Greeks are for my Safety more cencern'd 
Than I dcfire. I thought your Kings were met 
On more important Council. When I heard 
The Name of their Ambaſſador, I hoped 
Some glorious Enterprize was taking Birth, 
Is 4eamemnen's Son diſpatch'd for this? 
And do the Grecian Chiefs, renown'd in War, 
A Race of Heroes, join in cloſe Debate, 
10 plot an Infant's Death ?—What Right has Greece 
To atk his Life? Muſt l., muſt J alone, 
Of all her ſcepter d Warriors be deny'd 
Jo treat my Captive as | pleaſe ? Know, Prince, 
When Troy lay tmoaking on the ground, and each 
Froud Victor ſhared the Harveſt of the War; 
Andr amache and this her Soa were mine; 
Vere mine by Lot? And who ſhall wreſt them from me? 
Liu Lore away old Priam's Queen; 
C ſaidr« wis you own great Father's Prize: 
12.4 ! euncern myſelf in whatthey won ? 
id len Embailes to Cain their Captives ? 
De, But, Sir, we fear, for you and for ourſelves, 
Troy may again revive, and a new Hector 
Ri in 4/.; a.ax, | hen think betimes 
Fr. Let diltard Souls be timorouſly wiſe : 
Eat tell them, Pyrrlas kn ws not how to form 
Fir tancy d Ms, and Dangers out of fight 
e Sir, call to Mind the unrivall'd Strenth of Tray; 
lier walls, ber Bulwarks, and her Gates of Braſs ; 
Her Kings, her heroes, and embattel'd Armies ' 
Pyr, I call them all to mind; and fee ther all 
Coutus'd ia duſt; all mixt in one wide Ruin; 
2. Ut a chud, and he in B nd age held. 
hat Vengeance can we fe ar ſrom juch a Trey? 
It they have ſwore to extinguiſh Fectr s Race, | 
Why 
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Why was their Vow for twelve long Months deferr'd ? 


Why was he not in Priam's Boſom flain ! 
He ſhould have fall'n among the flaugbter'd He 


aps, 


Whelm'd under Troy. His Death had then been juſt. 


When Age and Infancy, alike in vain, 


Pleaded their Weakneſs; when the Heat of Conqueſt, 


And Horrors of the Sight, rous'd all our Rage, 


And blindly hurry'd us thro' Scenes of Death. 


My Fury then was without Bounds : But now, 
My Wrath appeas'd mult I be cruel fill ? 
And, deaf to all the tender Calls of pity, 


Like a cool Murderer, bathe my Hands in Blood ? 
An Infants Blood — No, Prince— Go, bid the Greets 


Mark oat ſome other victim ; my Revenge 
Has had its Fill. What has eſcaped from Tr-y 
Shall not by ſaved to per:th in Epirus. 

Oreft. I need not tell you, Sir, 4/fyanax 


Was doom d to death in Troy; nor mention how 


The crafty Mother ſav'd her darling Son. 


The Greeks do now but urge their former Sentence; 


Nor is't the Boy, but Hector they purſue ; 
'The Father draws their Vengeance on the Son : 
The Father, who ſo oft in Cretan Blood 


Flas drench'd his Sword: The Father, whom the Greet; 
May ſeck even here —Prevent them, Sir, in time. 
P;r. No! letthem come; fince I was born to Wige 


Eternal Wars. Let them now turn their Arms 


On him, who conquer'd for them: Let them cone, 


And in Epirus ſeek another Tre, 


'Twas thus they recompens'd iny Ged like Sire 
Thus was Achillis thank' d. But, Prince, remember, 


Their black Ingratitude then coſt them dear. 


Oreſt. Shall Greece then find a Rebel Son in V 
Pyr. Have l then conquer d to depend on Greece = 
Orefl. Hermione will ſway your Soul to Ferye, 


And mediate twixt her Father ard yourſelt : 
Her Beauty will enforce my Embafty. 

Pyr. Hermione mav have her charm ; and TI 
May love her till. tho” not her Father's Slave, 
may in time give proofs, that | ani a Lover ; 
But never muſt forget, that I am a King. 


Mean 
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Mean while, Sir, you may ſee fair Helen's Daughter: 
I know how near in blood you ſtand ally d. 

That done, you have my Anſwer, Prince. The Greeks 
No doubt expect your quick Return. 


SCENE III. 


Pyrrhus and Phenix, 


PZ. Sir, do you ſend your Rival to the Princeſs ? 

Pyr. lam told, that he has lov'd her long. 

Phen. It ſo. 

Have you not Caufe to fear'd the fmother'd Flame 
May kindle at her Sight, and blaze a-new ? 
And ſhe be wrought to liſten to his Paſſion. 

Pyr. Ay, let them, Phenix, let them love their Fill! 
Let them go hence; let them de part together; 
Together let them ſail for Sparta: All my Ports 
Are open to them both, For what Conſtraint. 

What irkſome Thoughts ſhould | be then reliev'd ! 

Pen. Bur, Sir — 

Fyr. I thall another time, good Phenx, 

Unboſom to the all my 'Thoughts,——For, ſee, 
-Tyaromache appears. 


SCENE IV. 


Pyrrhus, Andromache. and Cephiſa. 


Pyr. May I, Madan, 
Flatter my hopes fo far, as to believe 
You caine to ſeek me here ? 
Ath. This Way, Sir, leads 
To tho: Apartments, where you guard my Son, 
Since you permit me, oncea Day, to vide 


41l I have left of Hector, and of Trey; 


I goto weep a few tad Moments with him. 
| hare not vet, 19 Day. embrac'd my Child; 
| have not held Lim in my widow'd Arms, 
Pyr. Ah. Madam! ſhould the I hreats of Greece prevail 
veel. his Occalion for 5eur Tears, indeed ? 
Aar 
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And. Alas what Threats! What can alarm the 
Greeks ? 
There are no Trojans left ! 
Pyr. Their Hate to He&or 
Can never die: The Terror of his Name 
Still ſhakes their Souls and makes them dread his Son. 
And. A mighty Honour for victorious Greece 
To fear an Infant, a poor friendleſs Child ! 
Who ſmiles in Bondage; nor yet knows himſelf 
The Son of Hector, and the Slave of Pyrrbus. 
Pyr. Weak as he is, the Greeks demand his Life; 
And ſend no leſs than Agamemnon's Son, 
To fetch him hence. 
Andr. And, Sir, do you comply 
With ſuch Demands ' This Blow is aim'd at me 
How ſhould the Child avenge his ſlaughter'd Sire ? 
But, cruel Men! they will not have him live 
To chear my heavy Heart, and eaſe my Bonds. 
J promis'd to myſelf in him a Son, 
In him a Friend, a Huſband, and a Father. 
But I muſt ſuffer Sorrow heap'd on Sorrow ; 
And ſtill the fatal Stroke mult come from you. 
Fyr. Dry up thoſe Tears: I mult not ſee you weep; 
And know, I have rejected their Demands. 
The Greeks already threaten me with War: 
But, Should they arm, as once they did for Helen, 
And hide the 4uriatich with their Fleets : 
Should they prepare a ſecond ten Years Siege, 
And lay my Towers and Palaces in Duſt; 
I am determined to defend your Son, 
And rather die myſelf than give him up 
But, madam, in the midſt of all theſe Dangers, 
Will you refuſe me a propitious Smile? 
Hated of Greece, and preſt on every Side, 
Let me not, Madam, while [ fight your Cauſe, 
Let me not combat with your Cruelties ; 
And count Andromac he amongſt my Foes. 
And. Conſider, fir, how this will ſound in Greecs ? 
How can fo great a Soul betray ſuch weakneſs ? 
Let not Men ſay, ſo generous a Deſign 
Was but the Tranſport of a Heart in Love, 


Pyr. 


— — —ů 


— 
— — — ——— mn eta, 


20 The Dif reſt Mother. 


Pyr. Your charms will juſtify me to the World. 
Andr. How can Andromache, a Captive Queen, 


O'erwhelm'd with Grief, a Burden to herſelf, 


Harbour a Thought of Love? Alas! what Charms 
Have theſe unhappy Eyes, by you condemn'd 
To weep for ever ? Talk of it no more 
To reverence the Misfortune of a Foe; 
To ſuccour the Diſtreſt; to give the Son 
To an afflicted Mother; to repel 
Confederate Nations, leagued againſt his Life; 
Unbribed by Love, unterrify'd by Threats, 
To pity, to protect him: Theſe are Cares, 
Theſe are Exploits worthy Achiilis Son. 
Pyr. Will your Reſentments, then, endure for ever! 
Moſt Pyrrhus never be forgiven ? Tis true, 
My ſword has often reek'd in Phrygian Blood, 
And carry'd Havock through your Royal Kindred ? 
But you, fair Princeſs, amply have avenged 
Old Priam's varnquiſh'd Houſe : And all the Woes, 
brought on them, fall ſhort of what J ſuffer. 
We both have ſuffer'd in our Turns: And now 
Our Common Foes ſhall teach us to unire. 
Andr. Where does the Captive not behold a Foz ? 
Pyr. Forget the Term of Hatred; and behold 
A Friend in Pyrr bas: Give me but to hope, 
III free your Son: I'll be a Father to him: 
My ſelf will teach him to avenge the Trejant. 
I'll go in Perſon to chaſtiſe the Greeks, 
Both for your Wrongs and mine. Inſpired by you 
What wou'd I not atchieve ? Again ſhall T 
Riſe from its Aſhes : This right Arm ſhall fix 
Her Seat of Empire; and your Son ſha!! reign, 
Andr. Sach Dreams of Greatneſs ſuit not my Con- 
dition : 
His Hopes of Empire perifh'd with his Father, 
No; thou imperial City, ancient T7 oy 
Thou Pride of Aa, founded by the Gods; 
Never, oh never! muſt we hope to ſee 


Thoſe Bulwarks riſe, which Hector could not guard 


Sir, all I wiſh for, is ſome quiet Exile; 


Where far from Greece remoy'd, and far from you, 
I may 
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T may conceal my Son, and mourn my Huſband, 
Your Love creates my Envy. Oh, return! 
Return to your betroth'd Hermione. 

Pyr. Why do you mock me thus? you know I cannot, 
You know my Heart is yours : My Soul hangs on you ; 
You take up every Wiſh : My waking Thoughts, 
And nightly Dreams are all employ'd on you. 
"Vis true, Hermione was ſent to ſhare 
My Throne and Bed ; and would with Tranſport hear 
The Vows, which you neglect. 

Andr. She has no Trey, 
No Hecter to lament : She has not loft 
A Huſband by your Conqueſts. Such a Huſband ! 
(Tormenting Thought !) whoſe Death alone has made 
Your Sire immortal Pyrrhbus and Achilles, 
Are both grown great by my Calamities. 

Pry. Madam, tis well! Tis very well! I find, 

Your will muſt be obey'd ; Imperious Captive, 
It ſhall. Henceforth I blot you from my Mind : 
You teach me to forget your Charms ; to hate you, 
For know, inhuman Beauty, I have loved 

Too well to treat you with Indifference. 

Think well upon it: My diſorder'd Soul 
Wavers between the Extremes of Love and Rage. 
I've been too tame; I will awake to Vengeance 
The Son ſhall anſwer for the Mother's Scorn. 
The Greeks demand him: Nor will | endanger 
My Realms, to pleaſure an ungrateful Woman, 

Andr. Then he mutt die! alas, my Son muſt die! 
He has no Friend, no Succour left, beſide 
Fi:s Mother's lears, and his own Innocence. 

Pyr. Go, Madam ; viſit this unhappy Son, 

The >ight of him may bend your ſtubborn Heait ; 
And turn to 5oftneſs your unjuſt Diſdain 

all once more expect your Aniwer. Go; 

And think, while you embrace the Captive Boy, 
Think, that his Life depends on your Reſolves. 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


Andromache and Cephiſa. | 


Andy. I'll go; and in the Anguiſh of my Heart, 
Weep o'er my Child—lf he muſt die, my Life 
Is wrapt in his; I ſhall not long ſurvive. 
*Tis for his Sake, that I have ſuffer'd Life ; 
Groan'd in Captivity ; and out-liv'd in Hector. 
Yes, my Ap ana; we'll go together 
'Together to the Realms of N ight we'll go! 
There to thy raviſh'd Eyes thy Sire I'll ſhow, 
And point him out among the Shades below. 


The End of the Firſt 4 C T. 


— 


ACT IE SCENE L 
Hermione 424 Cleone. | 


HERMIONE, 


E LL, Ill berul'd, Cleese: I will fee him: 
| have told Py/ages, that he may bring him, 
But truſt me, were | left to my own Thoughts, 
] ſhould forbid bim yet. 
Cleo. And why forbid him? 
Is he not, Madam, full the ſame ? Oreftes ? 
Orefles, whoſe Return you oft have wiſh'd ? 
The Man whoſe Sufferings you ſo oft lamented, 
And often prais'd his Conftancy and Love 
Her. That Love, that Conftancy, o il requited, 
Upbraids me to myſelf ? | bluſh, to think 
How [ have us'd him; and would ſhun h: Preſence, 
What will be my Contuſion when he fees me 
Neglected, and forſaken, like himlelt ; 
Will he not ſay, Is this the ſcarnſul Maid, 
The pround Hermione, that tyranniz'd 
In Sparta's Court ? And triumph'd in her un, 
cr 


— 


The Diſtreſt Mother, #J 


Her Inſolence at laſt is well repaid, 
I cannot bear the Thought. 

Cleo. You wrong yourſelf 
With unbecoming Fears. He knews too well 
Your Beauty and your Worth. Your Lover comes not 
To offer Inſults ; but repeats his Vows, 

And breath his ardent Paſſion at your Feet. 
But, Madam, what's your Royal Father's Will ? 
What Orders do your Letters bring from Sparta? 

Her. His Orders are, if Pyrehus (till delay 
The Nuptials, and refuſe to ſacriſice 
This Trejan Boy; I ſhould with (peed embark, 

And with their Embaſly return to Greece. | 

Cleo, What would you more ? Oreſtes comes in time 
To {ave your Honour, Pyrrbus cools apace : 

Prev his Falſhood ; and forſake him firſt. 
I know you hate him: You have told me fo. 

Her. Hate him: My injured Honour bids me hate him, 
The ungrateful Man! to whom I fondly gave 
My Virgin Heart; the Man I lov'd fo dearly ; 

The Man, I doated on Oh, my Cleone / 
How 1s it poſſible I ſhould not hate him ? | 

Cleo. Then give him over, Madam, Quit his Court: 
And with Orefles —— 

Her. No! I muſt have time 
To work up all my-Rage | To meditate 
A Parting, full of Horror ! my Reven 
Will be but too much quicken d by the Traitor, 

Cleo. Do you then wait new Inſults ? New Affronts? 
To draw you from your Father! Then to leave you | 
In his own Court to leave you, for a Captive ! 

If Pyrrhus can provoke you, he has dope it. 

Her. Why doit thou heighten my diſtreſs ? I fear 
To ſearch out my own Thoughts, and found my Heart, 
Be blind to what thou ſeeſt; Believe me cored : 
Flatter my Weekneis ; tell me I have conquer'd : 
Think, that my injur'd Soul is fet againſt him ; 

And do thy beſt to make me think fo too. 

Ces Why wouid you loiter here, then? 

Her. Let us y 
Let us be gone ! I leave him to his Captive ; 


Let 


24 The Diſtreſt Mother 


Lei un go kneel and ſupplicant his Slave, 

Let us be gone But, what if he repent? 

What, if the perjur'd Prince again ſubmit, 

And ſue for Pardon What, if he renew 

His former Vows ? But, oh the faithleſs Man ! 

He flights me ! drives to Extremities !—However, 

I'll ftay, Cleone, to perplex their Loves: 

I'll ſtay, till, by an open Breach of Contract, 

I make him hateful to the Greeks, Already 

Their Vengeance have I drawn upon the Son : 

Their ſecond Embaſly ſhall claim the Mother: 

I will redouble all my Griefs upon her ( 
Cleo. Ah, Madam, whither does you Rage tranſport 
ou ? 

1 alas, is innocent! 

A Woman plung'd in Sorrow dead to Love: a 

And, when ſhe thinks of Pyrrbus, its with Horror. 
Her. Would | had done fo too !—He had not then, 

Petray'd my eaſy Faith, But I, alas! 

Difcover'd all the Fondneſs of my Soul; 

I made no ſecret of my Paſſion to him: 

Nor thought it dangerous to be ſincere. 

My Eyes, my Tongue, my Actions ſpoke my Heart 
Cleo. Well might you ſpeak, without Reſerve, to one 

Engag'd to you by ſolemn Oaths and Treaties, 
Her. His Ardour too was an Excuſe to mine: 

With other Eyes he ſaw me then !\—— Clone, 

Thou may'ft remember, every thing conſpired 

To favour him: My Father's Wrongs avenged ; 

The Greeks triumphant ; Fleets of Tran Spoils ; 

His mighty Sire's, his own immortal Fame ; 

His eager Love '—AlI, all conſpired againſt me 

— But l have done ;—I1| think no more of Pyrrbus. 

O eſtes wants not Merit: And he loves me. 

My Gratitude, my Honour, both plead for him: 

And if I've Power o'er my own Heart, tis his. 
Cleo. Madam, he comes 
Her. Alas! I did not think 

He was ſo near !——1 will 1 might not ſee him? 


SCENE 


— 
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SCENSE H. 
Hermione, Cleone, and Oreſtes. 


Her. How am l to interpret, Sir, this Viſit ? 
Is it a compliment of Form, or Love ? 

Oreft Madam, you know my Weakneſs "Tis my Fate 
To Love unpity'd: Io deſire to lee you 
And ſtill to iwear each time ſhall be the laſt. 
My Paſiion breaks through my repeated Caths ; 
And every time | vikt yo: am perjur'd, 
Even now, | fnd my Wounds all bleed afreſh : 
I bluſh to own it; bat I know no Cure. 
all the Gods to witnels, I have try'd 
M hatever Man could do, (butty'd in vain) 
To wear you from my Mind. I hrougk flormy Seas, 
And savage Climes, in a whole Year of Abſence, 
| courted Dangers, And | long d for Death. 

Her. Why will you, Prince, indulge this mournful 

Tale 7 

It ill becomes the Ambaſſador of Grezce, 
To talk of Dying, and of Love. Remember 
ne Rings vou repreſent : Shall their Revenge 
* diſaf 22 by your ill timed Pallon ? 

21 charge your Embaity : Lis not Ore/tes 

e Greeks d ſhould die. 

” re/t. 10 E mbaſſy 
Is at an End For Pyrrhas has refuſed 
lo give up He&;r's Son. Some hidden Power 
Protects the Boy, 

Her, Faithleſs, unorateful Man ! [ Ae. 

O4-/7. I now prepare for Greece, But, ere | go, 
Wou'd hear my final Doom pronounc'd by you, 
hat co | fay :-! do already hear it ! 
My ddom is fixt ; I read it in your Eyes 

Her Will you then ſtill deſpair ? Be ſtill ſuſpicious ? 
What have | done? Wherein have | been crucl ? 
is true. you tnd me in the Court of Pyrrhas : 
But, twis my Royal Father ſent me hither. 
And who can tell, but I have ſhared your Griefs ? 
Have I nz er wept in lecret ? Never with d 
10 tee Qrejtes 

C Ove, 
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Ort. weich d to ive Oreftes ! — — 

Oh Joy, Oh, Ecitaſy ! My Soul's intranc'd! 

Oh charming Princets ! Oh tranſcendent Maid ! 

My utmoſt With ! 1 hus, thus let me expreſs 

My boundleſs Thanks ! — I never was unhappy —— 

Am I Oreſtes ? 
Her. You are Oreſtes : 

The ſame unalter'd, generous, faithful Lover: 

1 he Prince, whom | efteem ; whom I lament ; 

And whom [| fain would teach my Heart to love 

Oreſt. Ay, there it is! have but your Eſteem 
While P;rrbns has your Heart! 

Her. Believe me, Prince, 

Were you as Pyrrhar, I ſhould hate you 
Orefl. No! 
I thou!d be bleſt ! I ſhould belov'd as he is ! —— 
Yet all this while I ce by your Diidain ; | 
While he neglects your Charms, and courts another. 
Her. And who has told you, Prince, that | am neg- 
lected? 
Has Pyr bus faid—{ Oh, I ſhall go diſtracted !] 
Has Py»rta- told you ſo ? Or is it you, 
Who think thus m2anly of me? Sir, perhaps, 
All do not judge like you! 

Oreft. Madam, go on! 
Inſult me ſtill; I am us'd to bear your Scorn. 

Her. Why am I told how Purer. us loves or hates ? 
— o, Prince; and arm the Greeks againit the Rebel; 
Let them lay watte his Country; raze his Towns ; 
Deſtroy his Fleets ; his Palaces ;— Himſelf — 
Go. Prince ; and tell me then how much I love him. 

Oe. To haſten his Deſtruction, come yourſelf; 
And work ycur Royal Father to his Ruin. 

Her. Mean while he weds Araromache / 

Orefft. Ah, Princeſs ; 

What is't | hear ? 
Fler. What Infamy for Greece, 
Tf he ſhould wed a Phryg:an, and a Captive ? 
Oe. Is this your Hatred, Madam ?—'Tis in vaia 
To hide your Pamon; every thing betrays it: 
Your Looks, your 5 peech, your Anger, nay your 1 
ur 
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Your Love appears in All ; your ſecret Flame 
Breaks out the more, the more you would conceal it, 
Her. Your Jealoutly perverts my Meaning ill, 
And wrelts each Circumſtance to vour Diſquiet ; 
My very Hate is conſtrued into Fondneſs. 
Ore. Impute my Fears, if groundleſs, to my Love. 
Her. Then hear me, Prince obedicuce to a Father 
Firſt brought me hither ; and the fime Obedience 
Detains ge here, till Py-rhas diive mu hence ; 
Or my oſfended Father tha] recall me. 
Tell this proud King, that Menclaus ſcorns 
To match his Daughter with a Foe of Greece ; 
Bid him refizn Alyanax, or me. 
f ne perfil to guard the halle Bry, 
Hermigue embarks with you for Sparta, 


S NE . 
Oretics «i748. 

Then is Orefies bleſt! My Griefs are fied ! 
Fled like a Dream —Methinks I tread in Air! 
Pyrrbus enamour'd of his Captive Queen, 

Will thank me, if | take hen Rival hence 

He looks not on the Princeſs with my Eyes ! 
Surprizing Happineſs '———uanleok'd for Joy ! 
Never let Love deſpair ! The Prize is mine! 
Be ſmooth, ye Seas ; and, ye propitious Winds, 
Breathe from Epirus to the Spartan Coalts ! 

I long to view the Sails unfurl'd But, ſce! 
P;rrk as approaches in a happy Hour. 


SS ERENE N. 


Oreſtes, Pytrhus, and Phoenix. 


Pyr. | was in Pain to find you, Prince. My warm 
Ungovern'd Temper would not let me weigh 
The Importance of your Embaily ; and hear 
You argue for my Good — I was to blame. 
I ſince have poiſed your Reatons ; and I thank 
My good Allies : Their Care deſerves my Thanks. 
You have convinced me, that the Weal of Greece, 


C3 My 
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My Father's Honour, and my own Repoſe 

Demand, that Hecter's Race ſhould be deſtroy d. 

I ſhall deliver vp Hyanax; 

And you, yourtelf, ſhall bear the Vidtim hence. 
Oed. If you approve it, Sir, and are content 

To ſpiil the Biooa of a defenceleſs Child; 

The offended Greets, no doubt, will be appeas'd. 
Pyr. Cloter to flrain the Knot of our Alliance, 

I have Cetermin'd to eſpouſe Hermione. 

You come in time to grace our Nuptial Rites : 

In you the Kings of (Greece will all be preſent 

And you have Ri. zht to perſonate her Father, 

As his Ambaſſud: re, and Brother's Son. 

Go, Prince, renew your Viſit ; tell Hernmone, 

To morrow I reccive her from your Hands. 
Oe [iii.] O change of Fortune! Oh undone 

Ore/tes 2 


SCENE: V. 
Pyrrhus ard Phanix, 


Pyr. Well, Phenix ! Am I fill a Slave to Love! 
What thinkeſt thou now * Am I mvſelf again? 
Phan. is as it ſnould be; this difcovers P;rrhur ; 
Shews all the Hero: Now you are yourſelf! 
ne don! the Rival of the great lies! 
Gece will applaud you; and the World confels, 
Pyrr>4, has conquer d Trey a ſecond lime 
Fr Nay, Phanizx now | but begin to triumph: 
never was a Conqueror till now ! 
Pelirve me, a whole tioft, a War of Foes 
Muy ſooner be ſubdued, thin Love. O, Phævix ! 
Vhit Ruin have I hun'd; The Greets, enraged, 
Hung o'er me, like a gathe ring Storm, and ſoon 
Had burkt | in I hunder on my Head ; while l 
A bando 'd Duty. Empire, * all, 
To pleaſe a thanklefs 4 oman ! — One kind Look 
Hud quite undore me: 
Pn. O. moe Royal Maſter ! 
The Gods, ia Favouz tw you, made her cruel. 


Pyr. 
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Pyr. Thou {awell with kow much Scorn ſhe treated 
me ! 
When I permitted her to ſee her Son, 
i hoped it might have work'd her to my Wiſhes, 
| went to ſee the mournful Interview, 
And found her bathed in Tears, and loſt in Paſſion, 
Wild with Diſtreſs, a thouſand 'Times ſhe call'd 
On He&or's Name: And when I ſpoke in Comfort, 
And promis'd my Protection to her Son; 
She kiſs'd the Boy, and call'd again on Fedor : 
Then ſtrain'd him in her Arms; and cry'd, Tis he! 
"Tis he himſelf! his Eyes, his every Feature! 
His very Frown, and his ſtern Look already! 
'T'is He : 'Tis my loved Lord, whom | embrace ! 
Does ſhe then think, that I preſerve the Boy, 
Jo ſooth and keep alive her Flame for He&or ? 
Plan. No doubt, ſhe does; and thinks you favour'd 
init; 
But let her go, for an ungrateful Woman 
Pyr. I know the Thoughts of her proud, ſtubborn 
Heart : 
Vain of ker Charms, and inſolent in Beauty, 
She mocks my Rage; and when it threatens loudeſt, 
Expects 'twill ſoon be humbled into Love. 
But we ſhall change our Parts: and ſhe ſhall find, 
I can be deaf, like her; and ſteel my Heart! 
She is HeF:r's Widow; | Achilles Son. 
Prrrhus is born to hate Andromache. 
Pan. My Royal Maſter, talk of her no more; 
do not like this Anger. Your Hermore 
Should now engroſs your Thoughts. | istime to ſee her 
lis time you thould prepare the Nuptial Rights; 
And not rely upon a Rival's Care: 
It may be dangerous 
Pyr. But tell me, Phoenix; 
Doſt thou not think, the proud Andremacle 
Will be enraged, when 1 ſhall wed the Princeſs? 
Phon. Why does 4rdromacyeltill haunty our thoughts, 
M hatist to you, be ſheenrag'd, or pleas'd ? 
Let her Name periih : Think of her no more? 
Pyr. No, Phoenix (l have been too gentle with her. 
i. 4 I keve 
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I have check'd my Wrath, and ſtifled my Reſentments: 
She knows not yet to what decree I hate her. 
Let us return ; -——- Pl brave her to her Face: 
I'll gie: mv Anger its free Courſe againſt her. 
'ihon h1i't fee, Phoenix, how [I'll break her Pride 

Phoen. Oh go not, Sir — There's Ruin in her Eyes 
You dy not know your Strength: You'll fall before her, 
Adore her Beauty, and revive her Scorn. 

Pyr. That were indeed a moſt unmanly Weakneſs ! 
Thou doſt not know me, Phoenix / 

Phoen Ah, my Prince! 
You {ill are ſtruggling in the Toils of Love, 

Pyr. Canſt thou then think. I love this Woman ill ? 
One who repays my Paſſion with Diſdain . 
A Stranger, Captive, friendleſs and forlorn ; 
She and herdarling Son within my Power ; 

lis Life a Forfeit to the Greet: Vet I 

Preſerve her Son ; would take her to my Throne ; 
Would fight her Battles, and avenge her Wrongs ; 
And all this while ſhe treats me as ber Foe ! 

Pheen. You have it in your Power to be revenged. 

Pyr. Ves: and I'll hew my Power ['ll give her Cauſe 
To hate me? her AM nN ſhall die 
What Tears will then be ſhed ! How will ſhe then 
In Bitterneſs of Heart reproach my Name |! 
Then, to compleat her Woes, will I efpouſe 
Hermione will hab her to the Heart: 

Flues Alas, you threaten like a Lover ſtill! 

Pr. Phoenix, excuſe this Struggle of my Soul: 
"Tis the lat Effort of expiring Love. 

Fen, Then haſten, Sir, to ſee the Spartan Princeſs * 
And turn the Bent of your Deſires on her. 

Pyr, Oh 'tis a heavy Taft to conquer Love, 
And wean the Soul from her accuſtom'd Fondneſs. 
But, come : A long Farewell to Hezzar's Widow 


Tis with a ſecret Pleaſure I look back, 
And ſee the many dangers I have paſs'd. 
Ine Merchant thus, in dreadful Tempeſts toſt, 
Thrown by the Waves on ſome unlook'd-for Coaſt ; 
Ott turns, and fees, with a delighted Eye, 
Mid Rocks and Shelves the Broken Billows fly: 

| And, 


| 
' 
j 


Rr OE WTI — — 
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And, while the outrageous Winds the Deep deform, 
Smiles on the Tumult, and enjoys the Storm. 
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ne. 


Pylades and Oreſtes. 


DA. 


O R Heav'n's ſake, Sir, compoſe your ruffled 
Mind, 


And ' moderate your Rage 
Ore/t. No, Pylades! 

This is no time tor Council —T am deaf. 

Talk not of Reaſon ! I have been too patient. 

T ife is not worth my Care. My Soul grows deſperate, 

Ill bear her off; or periſh in the Attempt. 

I'll force her from his Arms :—By Heavn, I will! 
P. Well; tis agreed, my Friend: We ll force her 

hence, 

But ſtill conſider we are in Epirss : 

The Court, the Guards, Hermione herſelf, 

The very Air we breathe, belongs to Pzrrhus. 

Good Gods! what tempted you to ſeek her here ? 
Oreft. Loft to myſelf, | knew not what I did! 

My Purpoſes were wild. Perhaps I came 

To menace Pyrrhus, and upbraid the Woman. 
57. This Violence of Temper may prove fatal. 
Oref. It muſt be more than Man to bear theſe Shocks, 

Theſe Outrages of Fate, with Vemper ! 

He tells me, that he weds Hermione ; 

And will To morrow take her from my Hand !—— 

My Hand ſhall ſooner tear the Tyrant's Heart 
P;l. Your Faſſion blinds you, Sir; He's not to blame, 

Could you but look into the Soul of Pyrrbus, 

Perhaps you'd find it tortur'd, like your own, 
Oreft. No, Pylades! "Tis all Deſign —klis Fride, 

To triumph over me, has chang'd his Love, 

The fair Hermizne, before I came, 


In 
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Fa In all her Bloom of Beauty, was neglected, 


Ah cruel Gods ! | thought her all my own ! 
She was conſenting to return to Sparta : 
Her Heart, divided betwixt Rage and Love, 
Was on the Wing to take its Leave of Pyrrhas, 
She heard my Sighs ; She pitied my Complaints ; 
She praiſed my Conſtancy ;— I he leaſt Indifference 
From this proud King, had made Oreſtes happy ! 
Pyl. So your ford Heart believes !—— 
Oreſt. Did I not ſee 
Her Hate, her Rage, her Indignation riſe 
Againſt the ungrateful Man? 
Pe Believe me, Prince, 
Tas then ſhe lov'd him moſt ! Had Pyrrhus left her, 
She would have formed ſome new Pretext to ſtay, 
Take my Advice: Think not to force her hence; 
But fly yourſelf from her deſtructive Charms, 
Her Soul is linked to Pyrrbus: Were ſhe yours, 
She would reproach you ſtill, and till regret 
Her diſappointed Nuptials. 
Ore/t. Talk no more 
I canrot bear the Thought! She muſt be mine! 
Did Pyrrhus carry Thunder in his Hand, 
I'd ſand the Bolt, and challenge all his Fury, 
Ere I reſign'd Hermione, By Force 
I'll ſnatch her hence, and bear her to my Ships? 
Have we forgot her Mother Helen's Rape ? 
Pyr. Will then Oreſtes turn a Rawiber / 
And blot his Embaſly ? 
Oreſt O, Pylaaes ! 
My Grief weighs heavy on me: "Twill deſlra&t me! 
O leave me to myſelf! Let not thy Friendihip 
Involve thee in my Woes. Toolong already, 
Too long haſt thou been puniſh'd for my Crimes, 
It is enough, my Friend ! It is enough 
Let not thy generous Love betray thee farther. 
The Gods have ſet me as a Mark, to empty 
Their Quivers on me Leave me to my{- lf, 
Mine be the Danger, mine the Enterprize, 
All I requeſt of thee is, to return, 
And in my Place eonvey an, 
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{As Pyrrhus has conſented) into Greece. 
Go 5714 — 
P31. Lead on, my Friend, lead on! 
Let us bear off Hermione / No Toil, 
No Danger can deter a Friend; -—- Lead on 
Draw up the Greets: Summon your num'rous Train, 
The Ships are ready, and the Wind ſits fair: 
There Eaftward lies the Sea; the rolling Waves 
Break on thoſe Palace-ftairs. I know each Pals, 
Each Avenue and Outlet of the Court. 
This very Night we'll carry on her Board. | 
Ort. Thou art too good I treſpaſs on thy 
Friendſhip : 
But oh excuſe a Wretch, whom no Man pities, 
Except thyſelf ; one juſt about to loſe 
he Freafure of his Soul: Whom all Mankind 
Conſpire to hate, and one who hates himſelf. 
When all my Friendſhip be of uſe to thee ? 

Py. "the Quellion is unkind, But now remember 
To keep your Counſels cloſe, and hide your thoughts; 
Let not Hermione ſuſpect No more—— 

I ſee her coming, Sir 

Orejt. Away, my Friend; 

Lam adviſed; my all depends upon it. 


8 ENT 


Oreſtes, Hermione, and Cleone. 


Oreſl Madam, your Orders are obey' d; I have ſeen 
Pyrrhus, my Rival; and have gained him for you. 
The King reſolves to wed you. 

Her. Sol am told; | 
And farther, | am inform'd, that you, Oreſſes, 

Are to diſpoſe me for the intended Marriage. 

Ore And are you, Madam, willing to comply ? 

Her. Could | imagine Pyrrhus loved me til] ? 
After ſo long Delays, who would have thought 
His hidden Flames would ſkew themielves at laſt, 
And kindle in his Breaſt, when mine expired? 


I can ſuppoſe, with you, he fears the Greeks ; 
That 
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That it is Intereſt, and not Love, directs kim; 
And, that my Eyes had greater Power o'er you. 

Ore/t. No, Princeſs, no! It is too plain he loves you. 
Your Eyes do what they will; and cannot fail 
To gain a Conquelt, where you with they ſhould. 

Filer, What can | do, alas !/--my Faith is promiſed ; 
Can [| refuſe what is not mine to give? 
A Princeſs is not at her Choice to love ; 
All we have left us is a blind Obedience: 
a!l yet, you ſee, how far [ had complied, 
And made my Duty yield to your Intreaties. 

Ore,t, Ah, cruel Maid! you knew—butl have done, 
All have a Right to pleaſe themſelves in Love: 

blame you not: Tis true, I hop'd ; But you 

Ate Miſtreſs of your Heart: And I am content. 
Tis Fortune in mine Enemy; not you. 
But, Madam. I ſhall ſpare you farther Pain 
On this uneaſy Theme; and take my leave. 


SCENE III. 


Hermione and Cleone. 


Her. Clone, could't thou think he'd be ſo calm 

Clo Madam, his filent Griefs fits heavy on him, 
He is to be pitied : His too eager Love 
Has made him buſy to his own Deſtruction. 
His Threats have wrought this change of Mind in 

Pyrrhus. 

Her. Doſt thou think Pyrrbus capable of Fear? 
Whom ſhould the interpid Pyrrhus fear ? The Greeks ? 
Did he not lead their harraſſed Troops to Conquel!t, 
When they deſpaired ; when they retired from Troy, 
And ſought for Shelter in their burning Fleets * 

Did he not then ſupply his Father's Place? 
No! my Clone, he is above Conſtraint ? 
He acts unforced ; and where he weds, he loves. 

Cleo. Oh, that Oreſtes had remain'd in Greece /! 
fear 'To-morrow will prove fatal to him- 

Her, Wilt thou diſcourſe of nothing but Oreſtes ? 
Pyrrbus is mine again ? —-- Is mine for ever; 


Oh my Clone / I am wild with Joy! 


Pyrrhus, 
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Pyrrhus, the Bold ! the Brave! the Godlike Pyrrbus “ 
— On, | could tell thee numberleſs Exploits, 
And tire thee with his Battles! Oh, Clan —— 
Ces. Madam, conceal your Joy, —T fee Andromache : 
She weeps, and comes to ſpeak her Sorrows to you. 
Her. | would indulge the Gladneſs of my Heart | 
Let us retire : Her Grief is out of Seaſon, 


. 


Andromache, Hermione, Cleone, and Cephiſa. 


Andr. Ah, Madam! whither, whither do you fly ? 
Where can your Eyes behold a Sight more pleaſing. 
] han Hedor's Widow ſuppliant and in Tears? 
come not an alarmed, a jealous Foe, 

To envy you the Heart your Charms have won : 
The only Man I fought to pleaſe, is gone; 

Kill'd in my Sight, by an inhuman Hand. 

He ver firſt taught me Love; which my fond Heart 
Shall ever cherith ; till we meet in Death. 

Bur, Oh, I have a Son '—And you, one Day, 

W ill be no ſtranger to a Mother's Fondneſs: 

But Heav'n forbid, that you ſhould ever know 

A Mother's Sorrow for an only Son. 

Her joy, her Bliſs, her laſt ſurviving Comfort! 

W hen every Hour ſhe trembles for his Life! 

Your Power o'er Zyrrous may relieve my Fears. 
Aas, what Darger is there in a Child, 

Saved from the Wreck of a whole rained Empire? 
Let me go hide him in ſame Defert Ille: 

You may rely upon my tender Care, 

To keep him from Perils of Aabition : 

All, he can learn of me, will be to weep ! 

Her. Madam, tis eaſy to conceive your Grief ; 
But, it wculdill become me, to ſolicit 
In Contradiction to my Father's Will : 

Tis he who urges to deſtroy your Son. 
Madam, it Pyrrbus mult be wrought to Pity, 
No Woman does it better than youlelf ; 

If you gain him, I ſhall comply of courſe. 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 
Andromache, and Cephiſa. 


Andy. Didſt thou not mind, with what Diſdain ihe 
ſpoke ? 

Youth and Proſperity made her vain ! 
She has not ſeen the hckle Turns of Life. 

Ceth. Madam, were | as you, I'd take her Counſel! 
I'd ſpeak my own Diſtreſs ; one Look from you 
Will vanguiſh Pyrrhus, and confound the Greets — 
See, where he come: Lay hold on this Occaſion 


SCENE VT; 


Pyrthus, Andromache, Phoenix, ard Cephiſa, 


P;r. Where is the Princeſs ? — Did you not in- 
form me 
Hermione was here? [To Phcenix. 
P/en. | thought fo, Sir. 
ndr. Thou ſeeſt, what mighty power my Eyes have 
on him | | To Cephiia, 
N. What ſays ſhe, Phoenix? 
dur. | have no hope left ? 
Pi cen. Let us be gone: Hermione expects you, 
C For Heav'ns fake, Madam, break this tullen 
Sllence. 
Haar. My Child's already promiled ! 
&-:-. But not given. 
Andr. No! no! my Tears are vain! His Doom is 
f: xt ! 
vr dee, if ſhe deigns to cait one Look upon us! 
Proud Woman | 
Au ir. | provoke him by my Preſence. 
Let us retire. 
FPzr Come, let us ſatisfy 
The Greets ; and give them up this Phryygian Boy. 
Anar. Ah, Sir, recall thoſe Words What gave 
you ſaid! 
If you give up my Son, Oh give up me !—— 
You, who ſo many times have iworn me Friencſhip ; 
Oh 
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Oh Heav'rs !— will voa not look with Prity on me ? 
Is the”: no Hope: Is there no room for Pardon: 
Pyr. Phoenix will anſwer you: My Word is palt. 
Arar. Vou, who would brave fo many dangers (or nie. 
Pyr. | was your Lover then: — I now 2: free. 
T- favour you, | might have ſpared his Ife: 
Bur you would ne er vouchſafe to alk it of me. 
Now tis too late. a 
An ar. Ab, Sir. you erden 
My Tears, my \Vithes, which I dur{t not utter, 
Afraid rt lie, Oh, Sir, excuſe 
The pride of Royal blood, that checks my Soul, 
Ang Knows not dor to be importunate. 
You know, alas! I was not born to Ho 
TY ſue tor Pity, and to own a Malt: 
;r, No! in your Heart yu xs me! you diſdain 
10 = 12rous Flame, and ſcorn to be obliged ! 
This very Son. this Darling of your Soul, 
Woe! | de lels dear, did 1 preſerve him for you. 
Your anger, your Averſion fall on me; 
You hie me more than the whole [league of Greece: 
Fut, I hall leave you to your great Refentments, 
Let us go Phenix, and n the Greeks. 
Adr. Then let me die! and let me goto Hehe? 
. But, Madam 
225 What can ld mare ? the Tyrant 
Sces my Diſlraction, and infal:s my Tears. [Jo Cephiſa. 
Bebold how low you have reduc'd a Queen ! 
Theſe lfyes have ſten my Country lain in Athes ; 
Aly Kindred fall in War; my Father flain; 
My tiz{band d: agzed in his own Blood; my Son 
Wondemnety to Por dage, ond myſelf a Sleve ; 
Yet, in the midſt of tacſe unkeard of Woes, 
"| was ſome Relief to ind mmylelf your Captive ; 
nd that ny Son, derived trom ancient Kings, 
Un C2 he mu { . uc 2 7 175 Fr tis }< * is 7. 
n Priam 833 ar d great Jebiilas wept 
»2d | Fiould nor find hes Son If, 3 Ez 


V 
|} 
Y Ti. 0u2kt the Brave NOTE till ths mot cc 6954 4h FTon ste. 
Ch, conot, Sir, Cieide me from my Child ! —— 

It ne ciutt die — 


D Pyr. 
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Pyr. Phoenix, withdraw a while. 


SCENE VII. 
Pyrrhus and Andromache. 


Pyr. Riſe, Madam—Yet you may preſerve your Song 
T find, whenever Þ provoke your 1 ears, 
1 turnich you with Arms againſt myſelf. 
I thought my Hatred f xt, before I ſxw you, 
Oh, turn your Eyes upon me, while | ſpeak ! 
Ard ſce, if you diſcover in my Looks 
An angry Jucge, or an obdurate Foe. 
Why wil! you force me to detert your Cauſe ? 
In your Son's Name I beg we may be friends; 
Let me entreat you to ſecure his Life | 
Muſt | turn Sup pliant for him? T hink, Oh think, 
lis the laſt lime) you both may vet be happy! 
J know the lies | bieak ; the toes | arm; 
] wrong Hermine; | ſend her hence; 
And with her Diadem l bind your Brows, 
Conſider well; for tis of Moment to vou 
Chooſe to be wretched, Madam, or a Queen. 
My Soul, conſum'd with a whole Year's Deſpair, 
Can bear no longer theſe perplexing Doubts. 
Enough of >ighs and Tears, and Threats | have try'd, 
1 know, if | am deprived of you, I eie: 
Fut Oh, I die, if I wait longer for you 
1 leave you to your Thoughts. When I return, 
Well to the Temple: There you ll find year Son; 
And theie be crown d, or give him up for ever, 


SCENE VIII. 
Andromache and Cephiſa. 


Cezh. 1 told you, Madam, that, ig ſpite of Greece, 
Yeu would o'er.rule the Malice of your Fortune, 

Sur. Alas! Ca. what have | obtain'd ! 
Or. y a poor, a ſhort re ſpite for my Son. 

(%. You have enough approv d your Faith to Hey 7 
10 be reluctant Fil would be a Crime, 


l. e would himſeii perluade you to comply, 


And”, 
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Andr. How !—would'f thou give me Pyrrhas for a 
Huſband ? 
Cepb. Think you 'twill pleaſe the Ghoſt of your dead 
Hutband, 
That woula ſacrifice his Son ? Conſider, 
Pyr, hus once more invites you to a Throne ; 
Turns all kis Power againſt the Foes of Troy , 
Remembers not Aci/les was his Father; 
Retracts his Conqueſts, and forgets his Hatred. 
Audi. But how can I forget it! How can | 
Forget my Hector, treated with Diſhonour ; 
Derrived of Funeral Rites ; and vil-ly dragged, 
A bloody Courſe. about the Walls of Trey; 
Can I forget the good old King his Father, 
Slain in my Pretence; at the Alter flain! 
Which vainly. for Protection, hc embraced. 
iall thou forgot that dreadful Night, Ce biſa, 
When a whole People fell! Methinks I ſee 
Pyrrbus, enraged and breathing Vengeance, enter 
Admidſt the Clare of burning Falaces : 
I fee him hew his Paſſage through my Brothers; 
Ard. bathed 1a blood, lay all my Kindred waſte. 
1 hink, in this Scenc of Horror, what! ſuffer d 
1 his is the Courtſhip I receiv'd from Pyr bas: 
And this the Huſband thou would'R give me! No, 
We both will perith firſt! I'll ne'er conſent. 
Ce. Sipce you reſolve AMHyanaæ ſhall die, 
Hale to the Temple, bid your Son farewell. 
Vi iy do you tremole, Madam? 
Andy. O Cehija ! 
Thou haſt awakened all the Mother in me. 
Non can | bid farewell to the dear Child, 
Ihe Pledge, the Image of my much-lov'd Lord! 
Alas, I call to mind the fatal Day, 
When his too forward Courage led him forth 
To ſcek F£:hilles. 
Cer h. Oh, the unhappy Hour ! 
"Twas then Trey fell, 2 2 her Gods forſock her. 
Zudr. That Morn, Ci;hi/a ! that ill-fated M orn. 
My tiutband bid thee — 4 My anax ; 
He took him in his Arms; and, as I wept, 
My Witc, my dear 4224remache, ſaid, he, 


nd 
— 
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(Having with ſtifled Sighs to ſee me Sat 
What Fortune may attend my Arms, the Gods 
Alone can tell. To thee I give the Boy ; 
Preſerve him as the Token of our Loves; 
It ! ſhould fall, let him not miſs his Sire 
While thov ſurviveſt ; but by thy tender Care 
Let the Son fee, that thou didſt love his Father. 
(th. And will you throw away a Life ſo precious? 
At once exterpate all the Trojan Line? 
Anar. Inhuman King! What has he done to ſuffer ? 
Tf I Neglect you Vows, is he to blame: 
Has he | reproach'd you with his ſlaughter'd Kindred ? 
Can he reſent thoſe Ills he does not know ? —— 
But Oh! wiile I deliberate he dies. 
No, no, thou mutt not die, while I can fave thee: 
Oh let me find cout Pyrr/us Ch CH 
Lo thou go find him, 
Ce;h. What mult I ſay to him ? 
Audi. Tell him | love my von to ſuch Exceſ:— 
Eut dolt thou think he means the Child ſhall dic? 
Can Love tejected turn to fo much Raze? 
Cab. Matam, he'll ſcon be here — Reſolve on 
ſomething. 
Aar. Well then, affure him 
Cp. Macam, of ycur Love? 
Aar. Alas, thou know'll that is not in my Power. 
Oh my dead Lord ! Ch Prian's Royal Houſc 
On mS A4/iyanax at what a Price 
Thy Mother buys thee ! — Let us go. 
But whither ? 
And v. kat docs your unſett'ed Heart reſolve ? 


A. Come, my Cebiſæ, let us go together, 
To rhe 14: — which | have rats * 
To lis hace; where ia their ſacred Urn 
Abe es * SF lic iacloled, 


he ces: Remains, which | have ſaved from Trop; 
, hee lat me weep, there ſummon to my Aic, 
With prous Rites, my {eZor's awful Sh: ide 
Let hig be witneſs to my Doubts, wy ears: 

ly azonizing Heart, my flowing Tears ; 
Od | may he riſe in Pity from his Tomb, 
And fix his wretched Son's uncertain Doom, 
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Ker IW,-SCENTEL 


Andromache, Cephiſa. 


CEPHIS 2 


| LEST be the Tomb of Hector, that inſpires 
Theſe pious Thoughts: Or is it Heckbor's Self, 
| © 1] hat prompts you to preſerve your Son! Lis he 
| Who ill preſides o'er ruin'd Tray; tis he, 
Who urges Pyrrbus to reſtore A/tyanax. 
And. Pyrrhus has ſaid he will; and thou haſt heard 
him 
Juſt now, renew the oft-repeated Promiſe. 
Cepb. Already, in the Tranſports of his Heart, 
He gives up his Kingdom, his Allies, 
And thinks himſelf o'erpaid for all in you. 
Andr. I think | may rely upon his Promiſe : 
5 And yet my Heart is overcharged with Grief. 
Ceph. Why ſhould you grieve ?You ſce he bidsDefiance 
To all the Greet: And, to protect your Son 
Againſt their Rage, has placed his Guards about him; 
Leaving himſelf defenceleſs for his ſake : 
Bat, Madam, think the Coronation Pomp 
Will ſoon demand your Preſence in the Temple : 
'T'is Time to lay atiide theſe Mourning Weeds. 
Andr. ] will be there; but firſt would fee my Son. 
C-zb Madam, you need not now be anxious for him, 
He will be always with you, all your own, 
To lavith the whole Mother's Fondneſs on him, 
What a Delight to train beneath your Eye, 
A Son, who grows no longer up in Bondage; 
A Son, in whom a Race of Kings revives ? 
But, Madam, you are ſad, and wrapt ia Ihought, 
As if you reliſh d not your Happineſs. 
Andr, Oh, I muſt ies my d Son once more, Cephiſa ! 
Ceph. Madam, he will be ro more a Captive; 
Your Viſits may be frequent as you pleate. 
To-morrow you may pats the live long Day — 
Adr. to-morrow ! Oh Cephija /—-2ut, no more! 
Cepbiſa, | have always found thee faithful: 


D 3 A Load 


"42 The Diftreſt Mither, 

A Load of Care weighs down my drooping Heart, 
Ce25. Oh ! that twere poſſible for me to eale you. 
Andr. I ſoon ſhall exerciſe thy long try'd Faith, — 

Mean while [| do conjure thee, my Cephi/a, 

Thoa take no Notice of my preſent Trouble: 

And, when I ſhall diſcloſe my ſecret Purpoſe, 

That thou be punctual to perform my Will. 

Ce;h. Madam, I have no Will but yours. My Life 

Is nothing, balanced with my Love to you, 

Aar. | thank thee, good Cephiſa; my Aftyanax 

Will recompenſe thy Friendſhip to his Mother. 

But, come; my Heart's at Eaſe: Aſſiſt me now 

Jo change this ſable Habit —Yonder comes 

Hermione : | would not meet her Rage. 


SCENE II. 


Hermione, Cleone. 

Cleo. This unexpected Silence, this Reſerve, 
This cutward Calm, this ſettled Frame of Mind. 
After ſuch Wrongs and Inſults, much ſurpriſe me! 
Yeu, who before could not command your Rage, 
When Pyerlus look'd but kindly on his Captive ; 
How can you bear unmoved, that he ſhould wed her, 
And ſcat her cn a | hrone which you ſhould £11; 
I fear this dreadful Stillneſs in your Soul! 
'I were better, Madam 

Her, Have you call'd Oreftes ? | 

Cleo. Madam. I have. His Love is too impatient, 
Not to obey with Speed the Welcome Summors, 
His love ſick Heart o'erlooks his unkind Ulage: 
His Ardour's ſlill the fame—Madam, he's here, 


SCENE I. 


Oreftes, Hermione, Cleone. 

Ore. Ah, Madam, is it true? does then Ore/ts 
At lenoth attend you by your own Commands ? 
What can I do 

Her, Grefies, do you love me? 

Cra. What means that Quelticn, Princeſs? Do ! 

love ycu? 
My Oaths, my Ferjuries, my Hopes, my Fears, 
My Farcwel, my Feturn, all ſpeak my Love, Her. 


— 


— 


— 
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Her, Avenge my Wrongs, and I believe them all. 


Ore, It ſhall be done—— my Soul has catch'd the 
Alarm. 


We'll ſpirit up the Greets I'll lead them on: 
Your Cauſe ſhall animate our Fleets and Armies, 
Let us return; Let us not loſe a Moment, 

But urge the Fate of this devoted Land: 

Let us depart. 

Her. No, Prince, let us ſtay here! 

I] will have Vengance here I will not carry 
This load of Infamy to Gyezre; nor truſt 

The Chance of War to vindicate my Wrongs. 
Ere I depart I'll make Epirus mourn. 

If you avenge me, let it be this Inſtant; 

My Rage brooks no Delay—haſte to the Temple, 
Haſte, Prince, and ſacrifice him, 

Ore. Whom ? 

Her. Why Pyrrhbas, 

Or. Pyrrhas ? Did you ſay. Pyrrhas /! 

Her. You demur ! 

Oh fly, be gone! give me no Time to think ! 
Talk not of Laws——he tramples on all Laws ——= 
Let me not hear him jultify'd away. 

Or. You cannot think PI] juſtify my Rival. 
Madam, your Love has made him criminal 
You ſhall have Vengeance; Ill have Vengeance too; 
But let our Hatred be profeft ane opea: 

Let us Alarm all Greece, denounce a War; 

Let us attack him in his Strength, and hunt him down. 
By Conqueſt: Should I turn a baſe Aſſaſſin, 

' I'would ſully all the Kings I repreſent. 

Her. Have not | been Ciſhonour'd ! ſet at nought ? 
Fxpos'd to public Scorn e And will you ſufter 
The Tyrant, who dares to uſe me thus, to live? 
Know, Prince, IJ hate him more than once I loved him, 
The Gods alone could tell how once | loved him; 
Yes, the falſe perjur'd Man, I once did love him; 
And ſpite of all his Crimes, and broken Vows, 

If he ſhould live 1 may relapſe who knows 
But | to-morrow may forgive his Wrongs ? 

Ore/t, Firſt let me tear him piece-meal—he ſhall die, 

But, Madam, give me Leiſure to contrive The 
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The Place, the Time, the Manner of his Death ; 
Yet I'm a Stranger in the Court of Pyrrbus; 
| Scarce have I ſet my Foot with Eprrus, 
When you enjoin me to deſtroy the Prince. 
It (hall be done this very Night. 

Her. But now, 
This very Hour he weds Hraremache; 
The Temple ſhines with Pomp; the Golden Throne 
Is now prepared; the joyful Rites begin! 
My ſhame is public—Oh be ſpeedy, Prince ! 
My Wrath's impatient—Pyrrhus lives too long! 
Intent on Love, and heedleſs of his Perſon, 
He covers with his Guards the Trojan Boy. 
Now is the Time, aſſemble all your Greets. 
Mine ſhall aſſiſt them; let their Fury looſe ; 
Already they regard him as a Foe. 
Be gone, Oreſle; kill the faithleſs Tyrant : 
My love ſhall recompence the glorious Deed. 

Oreft, Conſider, Madam 

Her. You but mock my Rage 
I was contriving how to make you happy. 

Think you to mirit by your idle Sighs ; 

And not atteſt your Love by one brave Action? 
Go, with your boaſted Conſtancy ! and leave 

Hermione to execute her own Revenge |! 

I bluſh to think how my too eaſy Faith 

Has twice been baffled in one ſhameful Hour! 

Oreſt. Hear me but ſpeak! you know [I'll die th 

ſerve you ! 

Htr. VII go myſelf: I'll ſtab him at the Altar; 
Then drive the Poinard, recking iin his Blood, 
Through my own Heart. In Death we ſhal: unite: 
Better to die with him, than live with. eu! 

Cre. That were to make hiin bicit; and me more 

wretched : 
Madam, he dies by me :—— Hare you a Foe, 
And ſhall 1 let him live? My Rival too? 
Ere yon Meridian Sun declines, he dies: 
And you ſhall ſay, that | deſerve your Love, 

Her. Go, Prince; ſtrike home and leave the reſt 

to me, 


Let ai! yur Ships Rand ready for our Flight. SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
Hermione, Cleone. 
Ce. Madam, you'll periſh in this bold Attempt. 
Her. Give me my Vengeance, | am content to periſli. 
T was to blame to truſt it with another: 
In my own Hands it had been more ſecure. 
Oreſtes hates not Pyrrbus, as I hate him: 
I ſhould have thruſt the Dagger home: have ſeen 
The Tyrent curſe me with his parting Breath, 
And roll about his dying Eyes, in vain. 
Jo find Andreomache, whom I would hide. 
Oh, would Oreſles, when he gives the Blow, 
Tell him he dies my Victim !-—Haſte, Clone; 
Charge him to fay, Her mione's Reſentments, 
Not thoſe of Greece, have ſentenc'd him to Death, 
Haſte, my Cleore / My Revenge is loft, 
If Pyrrbus knows not that he dies by me 
Cleo. I ſhall obey your Orders But I ſee 
The King approach !—Who could expect him here. 
Her. O fly! Clecne, fly! and bid Or ehe 
Nat to proceed a Step before 1 ſee him. 


SCENS.Y, 
Hermione, Pyrrhus. 


Pyr. Madam, I ought to ſhun an injur'd Princeſs ? 
Your diſtant Looks reproach me: and I come 
Not to defend, but to avow my Guilt. 
P;rr4u5 will ne'er approve his own Injuſtice ; 
Nor form excuſes, while his Heart condemns him, 
might perhaps alledge, our warlike Sires, 
Unknown to us, engaged us to each other; 
And join d our Hearts by Contract, not by love; 
Eut 1 dete ſuch Cchæcb Arts; I own 
My Father's Treaty, and allow its Furce. 
I i-nt Ambaſladors to call you hither ; 
Receiv'd you as my Qu en; and hoped my Oaths. 
So oft renew d, might ripen into Love. 
ihe Gods can witneſs, Madam, how l fought 
Againſt #ndromache's tog fatal Charms! 
And ſtill I with I had the Power to leave 
This Trejaa Beauty, and be juſt to you, Diſcharge 
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Diſcharge your Anger on this perjur'd Man! 
For I abhor my Crime and ſhould be pleas'd 
To hear you ſpeak your Wrongs aloud - No Terms; 
No Bitterneſs of Wrath, nor keen reproach, 
Will equal half the Upbraidmgs of my Heart. 
Her. | find, Sir, you can be ſincere: You ſcorn 
To act your Crimes with Fear, like other Men, 
A Hero ſhould be bold: Above all Laws? 
Be bravely falſe; and laugh at Solemn Ties, 
To be perfidious ſhews a daring Mind 
And you have nobly triumph'd o er a Maid! 
To court me; to reje& me; to return; 
hen to forſake me for a Pig ian Slave: 
To lay proud Trey in Aſhes; then to raiſe 
The Son of He&or, and renounce the Greexs ; 
Are Actions worthy the great Soul of Pyrrbs, 
Pyr. Madam, go en; Give your Reſentments Birth; 
And pour forth al your Indignation on me. 
Her. Twould pleaſe your Queen, ſhould I upbraid 
| your Falihood ; 
Call your perfidious, Traitor, all tke Names 
1 hat injured Virgins laviſh on your Sex 
I ſhould o'erflow with Tears, and die with Grief, 
And furniſh out a Tale to ſoothe her Pride; 
But, Sir, I would nct over-charge ker [oys. 
If you would charm Androrache, recount 
Your bloody Battles, your Explcits, your Slaugliters. 
Your great Atchievements in her Father's Palace. 
She needs muſt love the Man, who fought ſo bravely, 
Ard in her Sight ſlew half her Royal Kindred. 
Pyr. With Horror 1 look back on my pait Deeds ! 
] punith d He/en's Wrongs too far; I fiicd 
1600 much of Blood: But, Madam, Helen's Daughter 
Shou!d not object thoſe IUlls the Mother cauſed, 
However, I am pleaſed to find you hate me: 
I was too forward to accuſe mylſelt: 
The Man who ne er was loved, can ne er be falſe, 
Obecience to a Father brought you hither ; 
And I flood bound by Promile to receive you; 
But our Def res were different Ways inclined ; 
And you, I own, were not obliged to love me. 
Her. Have | not loved you-rken ! perfidious Man! 
For you 1 Lighted all the Grecian Princes; Fore 
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Forſook my Father's Houſe : conceal'd my Wrongs, 
When molt provoked : would not return to Sparta, 
In hopes that Time might fix your wavering Heart. 
I loved you when inconltant : and even now, 
Inhuman King, that you pronounce my Death, 

My Heart il doubts, if I ſhould love, or hate you; 
But, Oh, ſince you reſolve to wed another, 

Defer your cruel Purpoſe till To- mortow! 

1 hat I may not be here to grace your Triamp! 

This is the laſt Requett leer ſhall make you, — 
See if the barbarous Prince vouchſafes an anſwer ! 
Go; then, tothe loved Phrygian ; hence! be gone! 
And bear to her thoſe Vows, that once were mine: 
Go in Defiance to the avenging Gods 

Be gone ! The Prizit expects you at the Alter 
But, Tyrant, have a Care I come not thither. 


SCENE VI. 


Pyrrhus, Phoenix. 
Pheen. Sir did you mind her Threats? your Life's 
in Danger: 
There is no trifling with a Woman's Rage. 
The Greeks, that {warm about the Court, all hate you; 
Will treat you as their Country's Enemy, 
And join in her Revenge: Beſides, Ore/les 
till loves her to Diſtraction : Sir, I beg —— 
Pyr. How ! Phenix :—Should 1 fear a Woman's 
Threats? 
A nobler Paſſion takes up all my Thought: 
muſt prepare to meet Anaromache. 
Do thou place all my Guards about her Son: 
It he be ſafe, Pyrrh is free from Fear. 


SCENE VE. 


Phoenix, alone, 

Oh Pyrrhus ! oh, what Puy tis, the Gods, 
Who fill'd thy Soul with every king Virtue, 
Form's thee tor Empire and conſummate Greatneſs, 
Should leave thee ſo expiſed to Wil Desires, 
That hurry thee beyond the Bounds of Reaſon ! 
Sich was Achille: Generous, fierce, wml brave: 

Open 
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Open, and undeſigning : But impatient, 
Undiſciplin'd, and not to be controul'd, 

I fear this Whirl of Pathon, this Career, 

That over-bears Reſleclion and cool Thought, 

I tremble for the event But ſee, the Queen, 
Magnificient in royal Pride, appears. 

I mult obey, and guard her Son from Danger, 


SCENE VIII. 
Andromache, Cephiſa.. 


Cebb. Madam, once more you 100; and move aQueen! 
Your Sorrows are diſperſed, your Charms revive, 
And every faded Beauty blooms anew. 

Andr. Vet all is not as I could with Cha. 

Ceph. You fee the King is watchful o'er your Son: 
Decks him with princely Robes, wich Guards turrounds 

him, 
Aſlzanax begins to reign already. 
Andr. Pyrrd us is nobly minded: And I fain 
Would live to thank hun for 4/yarax : 
'Tis a vain Thought—However, ſince my Child 
Has ſuch a Friend, | ought nought to repine 

Cob. I heſe dark Unfoldings ot jour Soul perplex me: 
M hat mee nt thoſe Flood of Tears, thoſ: warm EFEmbraces 
As if you did vour Son Adieu for ever : 

For Heav'n's Sake, Madam, let me know your Griets! 
It you Ci rutt my Faith -— 
Andr | hat were to u rong thee. 
Oh, my Ce:+i/a / T his gay, borrowed Air, 
Ihis Blaze of Jewels, and this bridal Dreſs, 
Are det mock-trappings to conceal my Woe : 
My Heart ſtill mourns; | fill am He&or's Widow. 
Cegh. Nil you then bieak the Promite given to 
Pyrrhus ? 
Blow up ins Rage afreſh, and blaſt your Hopes ? 

Ard. I thought, Cœ li, thouhactt known thy Rliſtreſs 
Cor ld thou believe | wou'd be fallc to Heer? 

Fall at from ſuch a Huitand ! Bren his Reit, 
And call him to this hated Light again, 

To tee Arat nac he in Pyrrius Ants ; 

Would Eur, were be living, and | dead, 


Forget 
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Forget Adele and wed her Foes 
Coph | cannot guess What ruft 2 101 a7hts purſyz: 
But, Oh, [ fear there's ſomeching dreadiul in it! 
Mouft then 4#/;anax be dooined to die; 
And you ta linger out a Life in B: . ? 
Aar. Nor this; nor that, Cesbiſa, will I bear ; 
At. Word 15 pait to Prrrhus, his to me; 
Ad | w upon his promis'd Fair. 
Uequa! as he is, I know him well: 
Pyrreuc)t 18 3 but he is! ;NTCrE, 
Ard will perform beyond what he ns ſworn, 
The Greets will but incenſe him more, their Rage 
Will make him cherich Hees Son. 
(gb. Ah, Nadam ! 
Explain theſe Riddles to my boding [7 
Ardr, Thou may'ſt remember, for thou 585 at heard 
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Relate the wreadful Viſion, which T1 fiw, 
M hon ard landed Captive in Fpiris 
Tust very Night, as in a Dream lay, 
A vhanl, Figure full of gaming W OC, 
His Eyes a glare, his Hair all if with 31000 
Full in my Sight thric: ſhook his tlead and zroan'd. 
on OT n'd my flavghter's Hier, dnave , 
But, Ok, how changed 1 Ye Gods, how muck unlike 
Ih. "I H: Gor !--—- Loud he bid me tis ! 
Fly f om ch, Sen! then kernly frobn'd, 
And diiappeard'd : Struck wita the Greagtal Sound, 
I] flarced and aua d: 
Cb. Bet did he bid you 
Deitroy Ay aror? 
Ang. Ce (, Il preſerve hsm. 
With my own Life, C. | !! pre ſerve him. 
Ceph. Writ may theſe Words {9 full of Horro 
mean ? 
„: ur Know then the ſecret Purpoſe of my Soul : 
Aricr omiache ilk not be tali to P alt, Hp 
Nor v10;ate her lacred Love tO Hear, 
Ih s Hour 1 il meer the ing; the haly Prieſt 
81 1 113 us, And conan! 1 4 maUtual vous. 
Th: ill fecute à Father to my Child. 
1 at GUMS: 1 lIidvC iQ far ther ule tor Lites 
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This pn! inted Dagger, this determin 4 th 

Shu fave my Virtue, and conclude my Woes, 

Ce Ah, Madam! Recollect your ſcatter'd Reaſon 
T his fell Deſpair ill ſnits your preſent Fortunes. 

Andr. No Tins Stratagem can ſerve my Purpoſe: 
This is the ſole expedient, to be juſt 
To Hector, to Alyanax, to Pyrrhus. 

T ſoon ſhall viſit Hector, and the Shades 

Of my great Anceſtors — Ce:4;/a, thou 

Wilt lend a Hand to cloſe thy Midreſs' Ryes. 

C-th. Oh, never think tha: 1 will tay behind you ! 

Andy. No, my Cephija.; I mett bave thee live. 
Remember thou did'lt promiſe to obey, 

And to be ſecret: Wilt thou now betray me? 

After thy long, thy faithful Servic ee, wilt thou 

R-tuſe my Jait Commands, my dying Wiſh ? 

Once | docorjure thee, live for me! F | 
C-ph. Life's not worth my Care, when you are gone. 
Adr. | mult commit into thy faithful Hands, 

AI that is dear and precious to my Soul: 

Live and ſupply my Abſence to my Child. 

All that remains of Tray; a future Progeny 

Ct He oe; and a diſtant Ling of Kings, 

tu him, is all intruſted to thy Care 
Cob But, Macam, what ill be the Rage of P, 

D<!randed of his promis d Happineſs ? 

Hrdr. | hat will require thy utmolt Skill: Obſerve 
The frit imperuous Onſets of his Grief : | 
Uſe every Artifice to keep him ſtedfaſt, 

Sometimes with Tears thou may'ſt diſcourſe of me: 

speak of our Marriage: Let him think 1 loved him 

Te'l im my Soul repos'd itfelf on him, 

M ken 1 relign'd m folf to his Protection, 

Ct h. O for a >pirit to ſupport my Grief ! 

Is there ought more before you go for ever? 

Andr, Oh, my Cephi/a ! my ſwollen Heart is full“ 
[ have a thouſand Farewells to my Son : 

But Tears breac in—Griefs interrupts my Speech— 

My Soul o'erdows in Fondnefs ! Let him know 

] dy'd to fave him — And would die again. 

Seaton his Mind with early Hints of Glory: 


Make him acquainted with his Anceſtors ; 
Trace 


=y 
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Trace out their ſhining Story in his T houghts: 
Dwell on the Exploits of his immortal Father: 
And ſometimes let him hear his Mothers Name, 
Let him reflect upon his Royal Birth 
With modeſt Pride: Pyrrbus will prove a Friend: 
But let him know, he has a Conqueror's Right, 
He muſt be taught to ſtiſle his Reſentments, 
And ſacrifice his Vengeance to his Safety : 
Should he prove headitrong, raſh, or unadviled, 
He then will fruſtate all his Mother's Virtue ; 
Provoke his Fate; and I ſhall die in vain, 

Ceph. Alas, I fear, I never ſhall out-live you! 

Andr. No more:--'l hy Tears, Cephi/a, will bettay me. 
Aſſume a chearful Look : But (till remember 

[ Flouriſh within. } 
Hark, how the Trumpet, with its ſprightly Notes, 
Proclaims the appointed Hour and calls us hence : 
Ilecbor, I come, once more a Queen to join thee ! 
Thus the gay Victim, with freſh Garlands crown'd, 
Pleaſed with the ſacred Fife's enlivening Sound, 
Through gazing Crouds, in ſolemn State, proceeds: 
And, Creit in fatal Pomp, magnificiently bleeds. 
The End of the Fourth ACT. 


ATT V. 8er NE 


Hermione alene, 


WW H A T have I done? wheream I? Where is 
Pyrrhus ? 

Ye Gods what mean theſe Horrors '—I am undone! 

Mv Sou! is on the Rack | canot bear i 

Why del wander like ſome guilty Ghoſt ? 

W hat brought me to this Place ? What keeps me here? 

Ihe Court of PY us has no room for me. 

No ail! doubt if I ſhould love or hate him? 

Fiard hcartcd Man, how unconcern'd he left me. 

Did he once ſigh? beſtow one pitying Look: 

On e ſhed a Tear? or ſpeak one ſoft kind Word ? 

Lid liz fo much as feign one Moment's Sorrow, 
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To calm my Griefs, and migitate his Falſood ? 
—-— Why am I till thus anxious for his Life:? 
Why do l ſtart at his impending Fate? 

Shall he then live; fhall the baſe Traitor live 
'To laugh at my Dittre{s? No, let him periſh ! 
Be quick, Orefes !——Ex:cute my Oideis! 
Alas! my Orders ? Oh, prepeſtecous Guilt ! 
Can | decree the Death of him I love ? 

Was it for this my Soul delighted in him? 
Vas it for this I left my Father's Couit: 

Have | then crois'd fo many Realms and Scas, 
o murder Prrbus ? 


SC EN E- I; 
Hermione, Clevne. 


Her. Ch, Ci::re, help me! 
What hae Il Gone? Is Pyrriar yet alive? 
What fag! thou—Anſwer me vhereis che King ? 
Cleo, Madam, I ſaw the cruel Prince ſet frog ad, 
Triumphant in his looks, and full os Joy, 
Sti, as he walk'd,, his ravilh'd Eves were fixt 
Un the fir Captive ; while tnrough ſhouting Crowds 
Sic pals'd along with a dejcticd ir, 
Ard ſechd io mourn her Heclor to the laſt, 
Fier. infulting Tyrant! I fall burſt with Rage — 
Fes. ſay. Ce, did it thou mark him well ? 
Was his Brow ſmocth ? Say, did there not appear 
dome Sbace oc: Grief! Some little Cloud of DHC? 
Did ne rot top? Did he not once look buck? 
Liaſt thou approach hm? Was ae not contounded ? 
Lid ke not Oh be quick, and tell me all! 
Cie, Madam, the Tumulc of bis Joy adiits 
No thought, but Love Un uarded he march d on 
Aiäſt a promiſcuous Throng of Friend. and boss, 
Is Cares all turn upon MHarax. 
Wnom he has log'd within the Citadel, 
Petended by the Strength o all his Guards. 
Her. Enough !—he dies !—the Traitor !—Where's 
| Oreſtes ? 
Cle, He is in the Jeu le, With hs wile Retinue, 
Jer. 


* 
% 
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Her. Is he ſlill reſolute ? Is he determin'd ? 
Cleo. Madam, 1 fear 
Her. How ! -——-- 1s Oreſes. falſe ? 
Does he betray me too ? 
Cleo. A Thouſand Doubts 
Perplex his Soul and wound him with Remorſe: 
His Virtue and his Love prevail by Turns. 
He told me Pyrrhus ſhould not fall ignobly ; 
Pyrrhus, the warl:ke Son of great Achilles, 
He dreads the Cenſure of the Grecian States; 
Of all Mankind; and fears to ſtain his Honour, 
Her. Poor, timorces Wretch ! tis falſe ! he bafe!s 
f-ars 
To cop? with Dancers, and encounter Death: 
is that he fears — am I bright Helen's Daughter? 
To vipdicate her Wrongs all Greece conſpired ; 
For Her cenſederate Nations fought, and King: N 
lain: 
e was o'erthrown, and a whole Empire fell. 
Jely Eves want force to raiſe a Lover's Arm 
Anain! a 'T yrant, that has dared to wrong me 
Cleo. Madam, like Helen, trult your Cauſe to Greece. 
lier No; III avenge m\ felf ? 1'!] ta the Temp — 
[ 1! overturn the Alter, Rab the Prieſt: 
I trur! De<drutiion, Lke a Whirlwind, round me! 
They mull not wet ! they mult not live! they ſhali u:! 
Let me be gone! ] have no Time to lote ! 
Staud ot! hold me nat! 1] am all Diltracucn ! 
Oh Pzrrbas, Iyrant, Travtor ! Thou faalt bleed. 
SN. II. 
Hermion?, Cleone, Oreites, 
Oreſt. Madam, 't's doue : your Orders are obeyed * 
The T'yrant lies expiring at the Alter, 
Her Is Pyr Hain 
Oreft. Even now he gaſps in Dꝛath. 
Our Greeks, all undidinguifh'd in the Crowd, 
Tlock d to the Temple, and ditpers d themſelves 
On every vide the Alter: I was there : 
ebe obſerved me, with a haughty Eye; 
Aud proud, to triumph over Greece in me, 
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From his own Brows he took the Diadem, 
And bound it on the Tempies of his 7 45 
Receive, ſaid he, my Croan ; receive my Faith ; 
Nine ard iny People's Sovertign reign for ever. 
F rom this bleſt lone, a Father to your Son, 
]'!l icourge his Foes : Hence forward be he filled 
The Tran King: I ſwear it at the Alter; 
Ard call the Gods to rattfy my Vows. 
=o Subjects with loud acclamations ſhook 
he ſpacious Dome! our Greets, enrag'd, cry 'd out 
— ! Revenge ! broke thro' the thronging Preis 3 
And ruſh'd tumultuouſly on the unguarded King: 
heir eager Fury left no Work for me. 
P; rr has a while oppoſed their clathing Swords, 
Ard dealt his fatal Blows on every Side, 
With manly Fierceneſs ; till oppreſt by Numbers, 
Streaming with blood, all over gathed with Wounds, 
He recl d, he groan'd, and at the Alter fell 
Hate, Madam : let us iy! Hatte to our Ships! 
bey lie nnmoor'd : Our Friends attend us there 
ter, What have they done 
(„. Madam, forgive their Kage. 
j own your Vengeance had been nicre compleat, 
ad Pyrrtus fallen by me; and had he known, 
H--mione Challued him by my arm, 
Fer. Peace, Mouniler, Peace !—Go tell thy honid 
Tale 
re S»vapes, and howl it out in Deſerts 
Would'ft thou impute to me thy barbarous Guile ? 
Me would'i thou make the Accompi:ce ortiy Crimes ? 
Ilence, to thy 1 eehs And batt thy foul Exploits! 
. y Son abhors them! I diſclaim thee Deed. 
Þe gone! | know thee not! Thou fell Barbarian | 
Nat had he done? What could been thy Madneſs 
0 all aa: te ſo great, ſo brave a Man! 
Wie (et the on; 
e. O, grant me Patience, Leaven! 
V. ith „our Gown Lips did you not curſe the Tyrant, 
Proncunce his Death, and urge we to deſtroy him? 
Hr, What if, tranſported by my baurdleſs Paſſion, 
| cculd not beat to fee him wed another? 
\Vere ; Cu to bey a jealaus Woman's Phrenzy ? 
| You 
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You ſhould haved dived into my inmoſt Thoeghts : 
My Heat, tho' full of Rage, was free from Malice 
A * all my Anger was Fxceſs of Love. 
Wiy cid you take me at my Word: You ſaw 
he Stiupples of my Soul; you hea d mie ras e, 
You ſhould have queition'd me a thouſand Times; 
Yet ſtill have doubted, and fli!l queſttion'd on, 
Bctoie you ventured on a Life fo precious. 
Orejt Hear me but ſpeak :- Hcaven knows, againſt 
| my Will 
Her. Why Cid jou not return? Why not conſult mne 


- A ſecond Time? And, undetermin'd hill, 


Again return, and fill find new Deiays ? 
fat has your rath cſhc1ous Greets, direBlood-Hounds, 
Jo do wich my Revenge? What drew you hither, 
Jo bring on me the vengeful Woes that haunt you? 
Are theſe the Fruits of your deteſted love? 
Your fatal Embaſſy, your hatzful Preſ:nce 
Drove Py» bus to my Rival: and defiroys 
Both him an i me.—-He might have loved me ſtill, 
Had you ne'er interpoſed, ——Avant! Be gone 
Ard leave me in Eins, woes | renounce 
My Frienes, my Country, Greece, and all Mankind: 
But cuictly I. renounce Thee! MonRter, "Thee : 

ve MEI 

Ore ſtes. 
Am awake! Where am! Soft my Soul: 

Bengt too raſh Was that Hermione ? 
Why fouls her Anger thunder againſt me ? 
Was not this Blood ſhed all by her Command 
Jam indeed an outragcous Monſter! 
A Ruſtian, Murderer, a baſe Aſſaſlin! 
And al! to pleaſe a falſe, ungratetul Woman, 
Henceforæ ard let the Laws of Nations ceafſ: ; 
Ard let the Hale, that fevers Right and Wrong, 
Thing. facrcd and profane, be broken down ; 
(us in the Tempies, Kings epon their Thronss, 
Are not in Safety. while Ore/tes lives 
Ch never more mad my torn Mind b: healed, 
Nox taſte the gentle Comforts of Repale ! 
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A dreadful Band of gloomy Cares ſurround me, 
And lay ſtrong Seige to my diltracted Soul, 


SD ENEV. 
Oreſtes, Pylades, attend by Greeks. 


P,]. Haſte, Prince; let us be gone: ' Tis Death to 


ſtay. 


” Andromache reigns Queen: She gives the Alarm, 


And vows revenge upon the Foes of Pyrrhas, 
The People arm and muſter in the Streets: 
Our Greeks will not be able long to guard 
The Palace Gates, and to ſecure our Flight, 
We mult be ſpeedy, Sir. 

Oreſt. You me; depart, 

My Friends Hermione and T remain, 
Her Cruelty has quite undoae me !- Go, 
And leave me to myſelf— Il find her out. 

Py J. Alas, unhappy Princeſs '—She is no more! 
Forget her, Sir. and ſave yourſelf with us. 

Or:/i Hermicne no more !—O all ye Powers 

Fi! Full of Diſorder, Wildneſs in her Looks, 
With Hands expanded, and ciſhevelled Hair, 
Breathleſs and pale, with {krieks ſhe ſought the Temple: 
In the mid-way fhe met the Corps of Pyrrhbas : 

She ſtarted at the Sight: then, Hife with Horror, 
Gazed frightful ! Waken'd from the dire Amaze, 
She raiſed her eyes to Heav'n with ſuch a Loo, 

As ſpoke her Sorrows, and reproach'd the Gods: 
Then plung'd a Poniard deep within her Breaſt, 
And ſell on Pyrrbus, graſping kim in Death. 

Orte. I thank you, GG. I never could expect 
Te be fo wretched '—You have been inditrious 
To firiſh your Decrees ; to make Orc/tes 
A dreactul Inſtance of your Power to puniſh; 

] am ſingled cut to bear the Wrath of Heaven, 

Fl, You hazard your Retreat by theſe Delays, 
The Guards will ſoon beſet us. Your Complaints 
Are vain, ard ray be fatal. 

Ore/! True, my Friend : 

Anc tierefore twas I thank'd the bountcovs Gods, 
, Fate s accomplim'd I ſtall die content. 


Oh 
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} 
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Blow, Winds !—— 


Oh bear me hence 
Py! let us be gone. 
Or. The murcered Lovers wait me—Elarx ! They 
call ' 
Nay, if your Elood till reeks, I'll mingle mine. 
One Tomb will hold us all. 
Py Alas! I fear 
His Ravings will return with his Misfortunes. 
Ore. I am dizzy !—Clougs — Quite loſt in utter 
Dark neſs. 
Guide me, ſome friendly Pilot, throuę h the Storm. 
1 Die On, I freeze ! ſo— Light returns ; 
Tis the grey dawn See, Pylaues ! behold ! —— 
I 2m encompals'd with a Sea of Blood — 
ihe grimſon Billews! —— Oh! my Brain's on Fire! 
P. How is it, Sir,. - Repoſe yourſelf on me. 
Creft Pyr, Hand off What weuld'k thou f-- 
How he olares ! [ 
hat envidus Hans has cloſ.d thy Wounds (-i 
at thcer 
It is Flerrniere that Qrikes, —— Confuſion ! 
She catches Pyrit in her Arms.—Uh, ſave me 
How teriible the looks ! ——She knits her Brew ! 
She frowns me Dead ; She flights me into Madnc(s ! 
Where an | !——--'Vho are you 
Py. Alas, pi or Prince ! 
Help to ſuppert him. How he pants for Breath! 
O--j his is molt kind, my Pylade..—DOh, Why, 
V.'by was | born to er e the endlels rouble; 
P,. All will go well: He ſcttles into g caſon. 
ret. Who talks of Reafon * Better to have none, 


Tllan not en ag — ven, ſome one, tell wv Greeks. 

] will not have them touch the King.—Now Now? 
I Uleze again 3 cc there - Look here they come 

A > hoa! of Furies! How ther ſwarm about mc ! 


My "Terror |! —tlide wel- h there {naky Locks! 

Hik! How thep hiſs! Se! Ser their fl aming Brands! 

Tow they let drive full at me ! low they grin, 

And ſliake their on V1 lips \——My. tas! V hat 
Yelling ! 

And lice Hh She ſets them on 


Thruſt 
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1 hruft not your Scorpions thus into my Boſom ! 

Oh !—1 am ſtung to Death !—Diſpatch me ſoon ! 

There —Take my Heart, Herminne /—Tear it out! 

Disjoint me !—kill me Oh my tortared Sou! !— 
Pyl. Kind Heaven reſtore him to his wonted Calm! 

Oft have I ſeen him rave; But never thus: 

Quite ſpent |! Aſſiſt me, Friends, to bear him of, 

Our Time is ſhort ; ſhould his ſtrong Rage return, 

*T would be beyond our Power to force him hence, 

Away, my Friends ! hear the Portal open, 


SCENE VI. 


Phanix, attended by Gaards. 


All, all are fed !-——Orefes is not here 
Triumpt-ant Villains ! —— The baſe, giddy Rabbbe, 
Whoſe hands ſhould all have been employed with Fire 
To waſte the Fleet, flocked round the dying Princes : 
Ard, while they ſtand agaze, the Greeks embark. 

Oh, 'tis too plain !——Thkis ſacrilegious Murder 
Was authoriſed The Am baſſador's Eſcape 
Declares his Guilt, Moſt bloody Embaſly ! 

loſt unexampled Deed ' Where, where, ye Gods, 
Is Ms jeſty ſecure, ifir cur Pemples 
You give it no Protection! ——- dee the Queen. 


SCENE YL 


Phoenix, Andremache, Cephiſa, auith Attendants, 


Andr. Yes, ye whuman Gree4; ! The Time will come 
When you ſball Curly pay your Llocody Deed ' 
How ſhould the Yr: jars hope for Mercy from you, 
When thus you turn your impious Rage on Pyrrka: :; 
Pyrrbes, the braveſt Man in all your League, 
The Man, whoſe fingle Valour made you triumph. 
Is my Child there ? 


Ceph. It is the Corps of Piru. 
The weeping Soldiers bear him on their Shields. 
And,. 
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Arty. III. Fated Prince ! Too negligent of Life 
And too unwary of the faithleſs Greeks / 
Cut olf in the Heth ripening Prime of Manhood, 
Even in the Price of life ; thy Triumphs new, 
And all thy Glocies in full Bloſſom round thee ! 
The very T-:jans would bewail thy Fate. 
(ph, Alas, then will your Sorrows never end! 
Anir. Oh, never! never—While I live, my Tears 
Will never ceaſe ; for I was born to grieve 
Give preſent Orders for the Funeral Pomp: {To Phœn. 
Let him be robed in all his regal State; 
Place round him ever ſhining lark of Honour; 
And let the Pile, that coniccrates his Aſhes, 
Riſe like his Fame, and blaze above the Clouds. 


SCENE VIII. 25 
Andromache, Cephiſa, with Attendants. 


Cepb. That ſound proclaims the Arrival of the 
Prince: 
The Guards conduct him from the Citadel. 
Andr. With open Arms I'll meet him — Oh, Cæpliſa“ 
A ſpringing Joy, mixed with ſoft Concern, 
A Pl:afure, which no Language can expreſs, 
An Eeſtaſy, that Mothers only feel, 
Plays round my Heart, and brightens up my Sorrow, 
Lise Gleams of Sun ſhine in a louring Sky. 
Though plung'd in ils, and exercis'd ia Care, 
Yet never let the noble mind deſpair. 
When preit with Dangers, and beſet with Foes, 
The Gods their timely Succour interpoſe ; 
And, when our Viriue ſinks, o'erwhelm'd with Gricf, 
By unforeſcen Expedients bring Relief. 
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Written by Mr. Badgell of the Liner. Ten ele. 


Spoken by Mrs. O L DF IE L D. | 

T7 ate you il oxen, that awith bernming vt, | 
[ we play 4 my Come, and we af 4 the Me Part, 

27 ') © pcuſe, Zr Man “ 7 exuid : ide 941 ite H'. ay, | 
, U ' 
' wt iy d commediojiy on 1 ezaing Day, | 


Wile I. bis Reli. mate at one bod Fling | 
DB ſelf a Princeſs, and young Sty a K 

Yeu. Lazirs, tho protraf a Liver Faix, | 
And hear your Servants ig whole Var tu ; 
IIe all would! rat on Blarriace Venture, 

t fe jo fron ufin ler Trintnure enter ? 

"7 ava @ fange Scaje ! hed Pyrrnus ls til now, 
7 Pa" bern, reg bamer d in ao 
To die by nue oxen Hand, ani fry the — 
O de ard Lit in a vourg Manarch's Arms. 
"Taxes an hard Fate ere I nad undergone it 
/ mirkt have took ove Night ==—to th ink 72 et. | 

B ut awhy, you I jay, was all this Griff ex; refl | 
For a fir fl Haba, lid long /rnce at ? | 
Why fo much Celine, to my kind Pretec? 
— 4b Ladies bud you Au the g Din HieQor ! | 


Homer ":/[ tel, you (or I'm wif infirm d | 
That, when earag d, the Cirecian Camp te farm d. | 
To breath the ten eld Barriers of the 3 0 


Ke threw @ Store of ſuc prodigious Ih © 

As mo tus Mien couta life. not even t Pol 

I's in that re 1 thund ring A- 0 es 

— /t Iwoul:! have ſprain'd a ib 2% = Deerx, 
Ar legt brit er I laid wy Weeds a 

Ant ud the ll ta. te tn the A A n 

J zeil remains to os the Far, 

Ard blots eh Jer my Coronation Dy * 

Saab $248, * Crrc/es of the frat Fair, 4 

7 be Fathers ard li ian tr your Gar 
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